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O Cover by Steve Diet Goedde - February 2003 


Secret Magazine is published by 
Glitter Sprl, Galerie du Centre, Bureau 201, Bloc 2, 1000 
Brussels, Belgium. No mail please. 


Editor/publisher/art director/scanning/research/fool/ 
distribution/ accountancy/ publicity/ : J ürgen Boedt. 


Layout : Thin White Duke 
Contributors to this issue: and you, our readers, of course! 


Thank you for your support! (if | forgot somebody, sorry 
about that...) 


All letters, subscriptions, advertising rates and information: 


SECRET MAGAZINE 
P.0.Box 1400 


1000 Brussels 1 
Belgium 


All rights reserved worldwide. Copyright Secret Magazine, unless otherwise stated. 
We are notresponsable for any mistakes published in these pages. All models are 
over 21. All photographers are responsable if a model claims any money from 
Secret. All photographers have signed model releases. Secret cannot be held 
responsable for any seizure by customs or any other prosecution againsta reader 
or retailer. All material sentto Secret will not be returned unless specially asked 
for. Actions described in this issue are in now way to be done withoutconsentand 
Secretcannotbe held responsable for any injuries occured to readers while acting 
outthese. J ustwatch yourselves and play safe... OK? 


All pictures, scripts can be returned if so asked for. We actually need contributions 
for our next issues. All photographers need to send prints or CD-rom with *.tif / 
J peg/ eps,...files on PC compatible disks. 


Overseas dealers: Centurian (USA): 1.775.322.9238 - Last Gasp (USA): 
1.415.824.6636 - Select Int. (Holland) 00.31.299.351657 - Kaysers (Australia) 
61.2.9517.9299 - Wiwa (Germany): 49.221.253115 - Olympus Distribution - England 


The publisher is exempt from the record-keeping reguirements and disclosure statements 
mandated by 18U.S. Code $ 2257 (a) through (c) and the pertinentregulations, 28 CFR CH.1, 
part 75 since all of such material falls within the definition of exempted material setforth in $ 
75.7 (a) (1-3) of the pertinent Regulations. Nonetheless, records required by such Act and 
pertinent Regulations with respectto this publication and all materials associated with such 
records are maintained by J Urgen Boedt, publisher, at the office of the Publisher; Galerie du 
Centre, Bloc 2, office 201, 1000 Brussels, Belgium, and is available for inspection and review by 
the Attorney General at all reasable times. All models are over 21 of age. (of course...) 
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by J ürgen Boedt 
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Alexa Montez 


Now, | don'tknow her, | never played 
with her, but "she has the look"! like.... 
۱۲۱ ever make to Munich, I'll "pay" her 
a visit. Saw her add in DDI and just 
picked her out. Now ifyou wantto go 
and see her, this is it: Alexa Montez, 
Studio Palais, Frankfurter Ring 139, 
Múnchen, Germany. 
www.studio-palais.de 

Mention SECRET! Maybe that way 
she'll know I had a small crash for 
her... 


Deathof Kaisu 


Paakola 

A great loss for the fetish world with 
the sudden death of Torture garden's 
icon Kaisu Paakola. May she rest in 
peace. 


Inner Sanctum 

A brand new catalogue from this 
stylish fetish designers. Call them or 
email them, mention SECRET 
magazine and geta free copy! 

tel: 44.(020)7482 5449 

info@ innersanctum.uk.com 


SECRET Magazine 

We are looking for fetish stores who 
would like to sell our magazines. Buy 
one box and get a full page 
advertising for free! 
secretmag@ 6 


Plexi chastety belt 
The CB-2000 is a plexi chastety belt 
for me, invicible when worn and 
undetectable in the airports! Available 
from top fetish stores like Boutique 
Minuitin Brussels. 
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Euro DDI 


Are you looking for a good Mistress 
or domination house? Then Euro DDI 
is the magazine you need. Good 
pictures with phonenumbers and 
websites. More information? SPI, 
P.O.box3315,NL-3003AH Rotterdam. 
www.DDIMAG.com 


ORGASM XL 

A new book from editors ALIXE with 
the new pictures of Tony Ward. Its 
rough & tough and at the limit of 
hardore porn. But he tells us its art. 
Technical its excellent, composition is 
great, but he must watch out not to 
mingle "art" with "porn". Get your info 
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at: La Musardine, 122 Rue du Chemin 
Vert, 75011 Paris, France 
www.lamusardine.com 

Mention SECRET !!! Pretty Please... 


La Boutik "O " 


New fetish store selling magazines, 
video's, clothing, shoes, etc... in Paris, 
France. One special mention: 
thursday is exclusively for ladies...! 

La Boutik '0, 4 Impasse Montlouis, 
75011 Paris, France. Tel: 01.40241252 


Boundary volume 2 

A rtwork by Chris! 

I've seen his artwork in Reflections and 
I think that Miss. Antoinette liked what 
he did. Orshould I say, whathe does? 
This second softcover style magazine 
with all colour artwork from Chris! is 
more than one surprise. The women 
are still like we love them; high heels, 
big breasts, stockings and lot's of 
make-up! The big difference from 
what he has been showing are the 
more explicit scenes. Some good 
cockbondage, facesitting while 
masturbating the slave who is in 
agony, (ahum), forced tranvestism, 
spanking, heavy and total enclosure 
are all new to his style... and the only 
critic | can give here is the mingle 
between dominatrix and the Nazi's SS 
uniforms even if he shows Hitler being 


ICO NIA 
Fetishfigurines 

Weve noticed a big boom in figurines 
ofthe likes ofMarilyn Manson and 
other creatures, so now we can offer 
you 3 special fetish figurines made by 
ICONIA. See more in this issue. Price 
90 us$ or 90 euro plus postage and 
packing. 


taken by two of these chicks. It's a 
good turn on and those who liked Bill 
Ward will certainly love this stuff. He 
sells his artwork so maybe invest 
before he becomes to well known and 
becomes unpayable. The magazine 
may be obtained at this address: 
www.liberotica.net and his artwork 
can be seen at 
http://www.chriscartoons.com, 
Maybe mention SECRET? 
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Vacuumbed 

Wow, did | flash on this. | was sold 
immediatly! Anyone who has ever 
experienced this knows itis one ofthe 
best erotic experiences in his life. 
Crawl into a double sheeting of 
ultrafine rubber, suck away all airand 
get gleud in between to two sheets. 
It's something you will never forget. 
This is a special firm who has notonly 
specialized in this vacuumbed butcan 
also make made to measure, special 
or the double vacuumbed.... 
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Can you see how this couple is having 
the time oftheir lives and cannoteven 
touch eachother!? Reminds me of 
Solo in Star Wars...but of course you 
can have your princess come and hive 
you a treat while you are having all 
your orifices entered by the thin 
rubber. thats why I can tell you to put 
in eardops, so it doesn't get in there! 
Can you imagine a girl sucking you 
trough this thin rubber... argllll! | can! 
For more information: 
www.vacuumbed.com. price: 350 us$ 
and mention SECRET if you contact 
them...ok? Now, where is thatpump!? 


Boundary volume 3 
order itnow at 

Liberotica 

Hutteldorferstrasse 3-5, 1150 Wien, 
Austria -books@liberotica.net 

www. liberotica.net 
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Erotic Print Society 
They editan excellentcatalogue with 
lots of good books that they publish 
themselves like the new KINK! with 
pictures of Trevor Watsona and 
Bittersweet SEX with pictures and text 
by China hamilton. Ask for more 
information at: EPS, PO Box 10, 
Sevenoaks 16 England 
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Skin Two N.41 


Who am | to critic my once so beautiful 
and magnificent magazine? No I have 
heartache... honestly. Did you all 
know that! started SECRET Magazine 
when Skin Two decide to go colour? I 
discovered Skin Two in Kensington 
Market in 1983 when I was buying 
goods for my fetish store MINUIT. 
(yeah that's why allthe backcovers are 
upside down and are publicity for my 
store..) I became the agent for Skin 
Two in Belgium and | loved whatthey 
did. Now Tim Woodward has given 
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everything to "somebody" else. The 
editorial are now by Tony Mitchelland 
the layout is now being done by a 
certain Michael Fearnley. I remember 
him from the collages he used to 
make from bit's and pieces he found 
in telephone booths in London. Well, 
he should have stucked to that 
because what he recently did to the 
Skin Two layout is burk. Yes, argll, 
burk, ...Oh, you say, so you are so 
good?! No, no. that's not it. Im not 
stating to be a pro, I know SECRET is 
a fanzine and I know that my layout 
needs to be changed, but that's not 
the point. If you are pretending to be 
a pro-layout guy, then you should 
know your job and he doesn't. 
Besides thatyou will find lots ofnews 
and things to read, butthis is definatly 
nota turn on. But I guess its notthat 
what they are looking ۰ 


Mattel sued the S&M 
Barbie maker. 


Barbie's kinky reincarnation - courtesy 
ofan English doll maker - didn'ttickle 
the fancy of children's toy 
manufacturer Mattel, which has been 
selling wholesome versions of the 
shapely blond icon for more than 40 
years. 

In a bid to end Barbie's X-rated 
activities, Mattel took doll maker 
Susanne Pitt to court, saying her sale 
of a “dungeon doll” made with the 
head of Superstar Barbie infringed its 
copyright. But Manhattan federal 
Judge Laura Taylor Swain shocked 
the toy maker with a preliminary 
finding this weekthatruled in favor of 
the S&M doll because she found it 
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Ivy Manor N°3 is a great fetish video with heavy rubber 
bondage, pony training, hot wax torment and sensory 
deprivation! Available from good fetish stores like Boutique 
MINUIT, 60 Galerie du Centre, 1000 Brussels, Belgium. 
Price: 60 euro /60 us$ payable by creditcard or cash.... 
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wasn't“a marketsubstitute forBarbie 
dolls.” 

"To the court's knowledge, there is no 
Mattel line of 'S&M Barbie,'” J udge 
Laura Taylor Swain said. 
Pitt, who defended herself, offered the 
dungeon doll for sale on a Web site, 
which she closed down after Mattel 
launched its action last year. Pitt 
allegedly attached doll bodies of her 
own making to the head of 
Superstar Barbie and publicized the 
doll in a sexually explicit story on the 
web site. 

by J ohn Lechmann, New York Post 
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DITA Fetish Goddess 


Excellent, magnificent book! Order 
your copy at Marguis, 
Flensburgerstrasse 5, 5 
Solingen, Germany. or 
www.marguis.de 


Hardcover: Retail 49.95 euro 
Softcover: 29.95 euro ( probably plus 
postage...) 


Justice Howard 

Famous top fetish photographer has 
agreed on doing a hardcover book 
together with Secret! Look out for in 
in 2003.... itis going to be fabulous! 
www.justicehoward.com 


S-EX-MA CHINA E 


An Italian designer, Roberto Bartoni 
has created two beautifull erotic 
furniture pices made in wood and 
leather. They are unusual 
constructions, but with some 
imagination you can think of all kind 
of position, possibilites and let your 


sex fantasies run loose.... These pices 
could easily be used un dungeons of 
high standing and ifyou wantto have 
it in your livingroom, well just be 
carefull with the cleaning lady... | like 
the way it looks but I'm curios if its 
comfortable? Any questions? 
www.robertobaronti.it 

tel: 39.338.1424933 


Ingela 

"To jurgen with solid curves" she 
signed her card and I was delighted! 
Rising pin-up model who is the muse 
for CHRIS! from England....She will be 
in our next issue showing us those 
solid curves. See more of her at: 
www.SwedishExotica.com 
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Benwestwoodworks 
Published by Edition Skylight, 
Breitlenstrasse 11, 8634 
Hombrechtikon, Zürich, Swisse. 
www.edition-skylightcom 


Club Caprice 

After excisting more than 30 years the 
company Kastley Versand in Germany 
is bankrupt. They published CLUB 
CAPRICE and an a fetish/S&M store. 
We have seen several big fetish 
companies going broke these last 
years and itseems thateven Germany 
is Knowing a decline in fetish. 


Bizarre 


Excellent American Fetish magazine. 
They cover the latest S&M video's, 
party scene and in this issue a very 
good interview with Emily Marilyn & 
Ken Marcus. Finally there is an 
american colour magazine with good 
pictures, layout and printing guality! 
Order your copy: Bizarre, Vista 


Secret Magazine issue 22 - page 8 


Station, P.O.Box 51510, Sparks, NV 
89435-1510, USA 


Skin Two Directory 

| remember one day that Steve 
English from DeMask told me: "you 
know, I only buy Skin Two to update 
my computor database with their 
guidelines section..."and how true this 
is! Being one of the first finest fetish 
magazines, Skin Two was very well- 
known for their directory and no-one 
could notafford notto be in it. As Tim 
Woodward, the editor stated so 
clearly, "if you are notin the directory, 
you do not excist!" He now has 
decided to have all this put together 
in one magazine, with some very 
good close-up articles on stores, 
websites and photographers. Getthis 
directory and the world of fetish is 
yours! Its great, it's excellent! Get it 
from yourlocal fetish supplier or order 
it at Boutique Minuit, 60 Galerie du 
Centre, 1000 Brussels, Belgium. Price: 
25Us$/25Euro postage included. 


| Wide € 


Roman Kasperski 

Another top fetish photographer has 
agreed on doing his first fetish/s&m 
book with SECRET. Some of you will 
have seen some of his pictures in 
SECRET, so now look out for his 
daring, sexy, erotic, fetish hardcover 
book with over 100 explicit pictures 


from this daring German talented 
photographer. Look out for his book 
in 2003! 


Voller Corset 

This is an Artbook, not a catalogue 
produced by corset maker lan Voller. 
Pictures have been taken by Alwyn R. 
Coates and its absolutely stunning. 
Never victorian corsets have been 
reflected this way and it's to me one 
of the best photographic books, 
especially on victorian corsets!, that | 
have seen this year. That's why its also 
on sale at Boutique Minuit, 60 Galerie 
du Centre, 1000 Brussels, Belgium. 
Price: 65Euro/65 us$ postage 
included. See more in this issue. 
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fetish scene. Why? She has class! | 
just love her 20's look, her 
imagination, her choise in 
photographers and her energy. When 
| talked to Ms. Antoinette from 
Versatile Fashion she told me thatDita 
was "real", meaning that she wasn't 
doing this forthe money but because 
she likes it. That and that alone is 
worth a statue, but she already has 
that, so the Playboy cover in USA 
should be good too. Well done Dita! 
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A bsolute Danny 

Book you kinky hotel in Amsterdam 
with this excellent suite made up by 
the people from Absolute Danny's 
shop. Dungeon and allotherfacilities 
are delivered with great taste... 
www.absolutesuite.com 


Dita on Playboy USA 


cover 

She has become, without any doubt 
our fetish icon and lam glad thatshe 
has been chosen by the "mainstream" 
public to be the represtative of our 


SPIRIT + FLESH 

This is an excellent by Fakir 
Musafar! See SECRET issue 21 for 
more details but SPIRIT + FLESH is 
also available signed personally by 
the author on his web site: 
http://www.bodyplay.com/ 
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And further, that all the images in 
Spirit + Flesh (plus several 
hundred more) are available for 
discriminating collectors as limited 
edition, numbered and signed 
original prints. Information on Fakir 
art prints is on his web site and also 
on the Fahey/Klein Gallery site 

at: 
http://www.fahheykleingallery.com. 
Take a look atthe FKG site; 

they handle prints by the world's 
most famous photographers. 


And last, congratulations, J urgen, 
for your on-going dedication to 
producing such intelligent, hot and 
great looking publications. Many 
of us appreciate the good work you 
are doing. Please keep itupl 


Fakir Musafar 


Roman Kasperski 

A collectors portfolio has been 
published by this excellent German 
photographer. Itconsist of 12 images 
produced in a bleuish toned and 
ready to be framed. With only 333 sets 
that have been produced we advice 
you to act quickly before it's sold out. 
Bythe way, he also agreed on having 
some of his best fetish/s&m pictures 
published by SECRET... !!! 
www.romankasperski.de 


Gary € Pierre Silva 
This couple from La have joined 
forces with SECRET to bring to you 
the top fetish models, dungeons, 
Mistresses and more extreme stuffin 
a great new artbook to be published 
in 2003! 
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England - www.gunnarlondon.co 


© all pictures by Gunnar- 


“4 Jit cowed iby ann" ` پاب‎ 


ZZ 


ner‏ ` اا 


PRE AC RING 


OTHE 


X PERVER R قى‎ 


1 ا ا 15ج ابر وو ا‎ AF 
AMAA O AMC ۷ا‎ ۸ 2۸۸ oy TEN 


Male Ina: vv per 24100062101161 æra 


Vite dratedard podedby Sut UtmadopodedbyKithHye 


Véwill me kow ht vestristrefilmite Cerg gar? FDwamestret efter dl 
tristineromtrevaldd 'feiidi' resbembste 208060 by 08015 lianet ad 
de 90210 ۰۲۵۲۵1 auschs' vonethensdvesaenwepavatedtreansmec ud? 
۰۲۵۵0۵09۱0 trefilmisqiteaignd, eayorgirfiltrdor isdpthalb/nud 
qusdesto gite aidreagint fdihduksopediingäll هه‎ Bitdn Feisirtroded 
totes uvsagandvaldd fdihkrk ht becresirfdugied wth sex qocbes 
Tate Feret yuwil Reto gefa yousdf, ht youwll rot reg it... 


Trefilnsboetswthe«dlert atuns godatingadisaget sand wht pesan 
inagpodfeindu ۲٣۱۷۱۴۰۰ 


Tisgeid meawalasnisedlat bt nay aly 2ا‎ 06۲6810101520 
| am 


1010650110101 
Nomad adtimisf24- Sida BE 


1 
1 
Å 
` 


i 
\ 


7 


i 


Shooting Sex 


BobCarlosClarke 


Shooting S ex 


AylxkbyRBbGriadakeisit just "abod. Iesanddtenet byancoosesadhute 0 trefenxdlefdine 
ص3۹ ےت‎ ۲١٣5۷۸٣۷۳۴۲۱۶۵۴ ۲۱۲۱۲۹۵۲۱ inawthyadirfanaivevay, tdlingushstayd wy 
aulowredatedd—ding EX Web yousseecnthesepeossaethenwrefdisnrddadadurs bt! an 
لام يك‎ theeisnuh nuhnwe | 6035058070 "feist ashekrawit 31012, Mit'som is 
hdoy Hedadtednaretrenackacetos odingwarninhicihedsadrukhe, muhtonyadigt, ad 
heschrenrefarfaisndtogedrythenenyoodydse Nantoninduckd 


Feisadvestteenana trendttine tengt daewthtrendt par of dos 
Gt thshok adtheaknelde foit... 


Fratogarefrar8ioding&x(thecHiritivegiicdetouctesirgieauifu genes. 
£35 +008 210080410 Bdusvdy aaladdeframwwws'odingsxarnar all 444 E64 795 45 


BENWESTWOODWORK 


6۷۷۸۷۵۸۰۱ 5602۵0 D yeerscof piduresinthishod Asycual kow ۲۲۲۲۵۲۳۲ 8 


۵02۱01 pduesinthshock btthreeaeadstoonaybkadores Seti machete pirt a. dityaete 
۱۵/۷۸۵00۵86 Tooked با 0 ماو ۱ اه‎ bt sndoyjut vatatomhadusinit.. 
۷۸۷۷۸۷۴۷٣۰۱۰۹٣٣۲ 


Orgasm XL 


pictures by Tony Ward 
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"OH, GOD!” 


on religious imager yin fetish &S/Mart. 


Asa diverse community ofindividuals with differentcreeds 
and social backgrounds (even different ‘lifestyles’ although 
some would like to make it appear otherwise), it is clear 
that the SM/Fetish-scene has a rather ambiguous 
relationship with religion. This relationship is undeniably 
of a far greater complexity than the cliché of conservative 
Christians preaching about fire and brimstone as 
condemnation of those evil perversions which would be 
an abomination to God and those 'perverts' who, in turn, 
fervently reject any religious 

notion as being reactionary. 


This image exists in the public 
mind because there is some 
truth to it. The church, both 
Catholic and many 
reformations, has been 
cultivating a very negative 
attitude towards a sexuality 
which is notprimarily aimed at 
procreation, and even where 
procreation was not barred 
every form of lustful feeling 
was still considered as sinful, 
hence the St.-Augustinian 
notion of 'original sin' being 
passed on through conception 
and the norm of the 
'Missionary Position' being the 
only acceptable form of coitus. 
This demonization wentas far 
as the, to the contemporary 
mind rather absurd, fact that 
in medieval penitentiaries anal 
sex (both hetero as 
homosexual) was considered 
a greater crime and thus 
punished more severely than 
murder. When the 
Enlightenment in philosophy 
gave rise to libertinism it was 
of course no surprise that 
these freethinkers viewed 
themselves as the natural 
enemy ofthe church and in my 
view it is not unimportant in understanding the Marquis 
de Sade's combative writings thatin the France of his day 
sodomy, which he practised in both hetero and 
homosexual relations, was still a crime punishable by 
death. So we get the other side of this polarisation, the 
libertine indulging his sexual appetites, more often than 
not of a fetishist or sado-masochistic nature, consciously 
mocking every Christian and their god whom he can not 
but see as his prosecutors trying to deprive him of his 


way of life. 


Beyond this schism between sex and religion in the 
Christianised world there lies an unbreakable archetypical 
bond in the human experience of the religious and the 
sexual. Religion as a human experience is far more than 
simply some church. When Freud had discarded the 
existing notion of God as a dangerous illusion, he was 
forced to recognise inside the psyche of man an impetus 
of undeniable religious 
nature. Steering as much 
away from the conventional 
notion ofGod as possible he 
dubbed itan oceanic feeling 
and linked it, as so much 
else, to the libido. In the same 
vein is Maslow's writing on 
the religious experience, 
making itas peak experience 
comparable to the sexual 
experience, and stating that 
organised religion stands in 
directnegative connection to 
a personal felt religious 
experience. Writing from a 
different perspective, 
Georges Bataille makes the 
same point in The Tears of 
Eros: “We are accustomed to 
associate religion with law 
and intellect. If we however 
stick to what is the basis of 
every religion, then we have 
to letgo ofthis idea. Religion 
is, any which way, 
fundamentally subversive; it 
averts itself from the 
observance ofthe law. What 
it desires is the excess, the 
sacrifice, the feast, with as 
highlight: the ecstasy.” Both 
the sexual and the religious 
experience are to mankind a 
feeling of ecstasy, and thus 
when someone is 
experiencing sexual bliss he is from a psychological point 
of view experiencing God. Even more so to someone 
consciously practising sexual play contrary to social 
customs, as one does as sado-masochist and/or fetishist, 
aiming your devotion very focused to particular situations 
or objects with an almost religious fervour. 


Apart from Christianity this connection between sex and 
religion was practised through sexual activities being 
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ritualised and given mystical connotations, and religious 
rituals being sexualised as ‘language’ of the mystical. In 
some ofthese rituals pain and suffering gotintroduced as 
means of purification, for one obviously had to be ‘clean’ 
before appearing before the gods. Famous is the Sun 
Dance ofthe Plains Indians, recorded for posterity in the 
19% century by the shocked George Catlin, a for those 
times rare sympathiser with the native Americans, who 
commenced his account “Oh! ‘Horribile visu - et mirabile 
dictu’ Thank God that itis over, that! have seen it, and am 
able to tell itto the world.”, a ceremony thatgotre-enacted 
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by Fakir Musafar and this time recorded by Charles 
Gatewood, two names probably very familiar to readers 
of Secret Magazine. Religious practices as this were 
certainly not restricted to ‘primitives’. In the more ‘civilized’ 
world ofthe Roman empire in the 1* century A.D. we find 
the illustration for flagellation as a religious rite on the walls 
of the so-called Villa of the Mysteries in Pompeii. 


Obviously, everything changed with the dawning of 
Christianity. Some early variations of primarily the Gnostic 
type could keep a more libertine stance on sexuality, 
ironically celebrating lust but rejecting procreation, the 
reverse of later Catholic morals that rejected any lust as 
evil but told their newly-weds to go and multiply. The 
asceticism that developed itself combined it’s anti-sexuality 
with corporal punishment (self-induced or not) as 
atonement for sin, further fed by the cultivation of 
martyrdom. In this mindset logic declared suffering to be 
good and thus arose in the search for sanctity a special 
kind of religious sado-masochism. Theologians will go a 
long way in separating the practices of flagellation by 
devote Christians up to the modern age from any ‘actual’ 
(lustful and thus sinful) S/M, and yet these are certainly 
not as asexual as they would have us believe. Freud’s 
theory on sublimation declares that any psychological 
impetus being repressed will manifestitselfagain modified 
and intermixed with the psychological means by with 
repression was attempted, an idea he found himself to be 
quit adequately illustrated by F êliciên Rops’ The temptation 


of Saint Anthony which shows Christ falling from the cross 
with in his place a naked girl and the devil behind the 
cross mocking St. Anthony who is horrified before this 
vision. This theory, combined with his theory of anatomical 
transgression where the desire and it’s fulfilment goes 
beyond the genital, helps us to understand some of the 
enigmatic accounts on medieval Mysticism that defy the 
theologians attempts of a moral salvage. In the second 
half of the 16" century the Carmelite nun, declared saint, 
Maria Magdalena dei Pazzi practiced amongstother things 
wallowing in thorns, dripping hot wax on her skin and 
having the prioress of the convent humiliate, beat, kick 
and flog her in the presence of others at which occasion 
she once exclaimed: “It's enough, let this flame that 
consumes me not blaze up any further. Notthis way | want 
to die. This is connected too much with delight and bliss". 


In the art of this period the artists were strongly drawn 
towards the scenes of martyrdom described in the many 
biographies of saints as a topic for representation, forming 
a break with the art of the Classic era where, with some 
very rare exceptions as the already mentioned religious 
murals of the Villa of the Mysteries, any suggestion of S/M 
was confined to an occasional sandal aimed by a maenad 
at a satyr harassing her. It’s distinctively Christian to 
describe the terrible torments of torture with a certain 
sadistic pleasure, and artists were eager to use these as a 
pretext for some eroticised paintings. St. Agatha is for 
example often shown with her breasts being tortured, as 
in the magnificent renaissance painting by Sebastiano del 
Piombo renowned for his sensualism, where her breast 
being torn of was a torture she survived (with her bosom 
being repaired by the apostle Peter) only to die later in 
her cell after the apparently less artistically appealing 
torture of being thrown on hotcoals and sharp fragments. 
This theme of female martyrdom had gotten so common 
that that there were made paintings likeThe Young Martyr 


Secret Magazine issue 22 - page 24 


Secret Magazine issue 22 - page 25 


by Cagnacci described by the renowned art-historian 
Edward Lucie-S mith as follows: "Here the figure, shown 
without any conventional attributes which might enable 
us to identify her, but surrounded nevertheless with 
instruments of torture, seems devoid of any devotional 
purpose, and intended merely to excite a sexual appetite 
of a particular kind.”. 


With the church's decline within the philosophical and 
cultural realm the artist gained more freedom and thus 
lostthe need fora religious pretextto produce erotic work, 
and yetreligion certainly did notdisappearoutofthearena. 
For the artist it became an extra means of titillation, the 
lure ofthe forbidden. Where de Sade was really seeking 
out Christianity as an enemy and attacking the morals it 
represented, many contemporary and later artists merely 
used priests, monks, nuns, crosses, etc. (often combined 
with the practice of religious inspired flagellation ortorture) 


to exploit the popular conception ofthe Christian anti-sex 
morality adding to the sexual acts on display an extra 
means of excitementor even justplain fun since itinvolves 
mocking an institute of authority. Brothels specialised in 
S/M and the more peculiar tastes keptreligious garments 
and crosses, not justthe more neutral St.-Andrews cross 
but also the Latin Cross, for the enjoyment of costumers 
with a particular liking to the theme ofreligion. Ifthis is not 
special enough there's an amusing historical fact related 
by Ove Brusendorfand Poul Henningsen in theirA History 
of Eroticism when dealing with prostitution and brothels: 
“There was also Madame Richard's establishmentwhich 
was freguented in particular by the clergy. In her youth 
Madame Richard had a predilection for priests, and this 
special erotomania of hers gave her the idea of 
establishing a brothel for the clergy.”. 


The sado-masochism of the martyrs and mystics is 
however clearly a long way from the safe and consensual 
S/M-play propagated by the contemporary fetish-scene, 
not for the reasons of 'sincere devotion' that Christian 
authors try to use as argument, since such devotion can 
be felt in S/M-play, but because those historical events 
and practices were neithersafe nor consensual, with many 
so-called pious people leaving this material world 
prematurely because oftotal abuse of both mind and body. 
Despite this important distinction those religious 
malpractices remained a source of inspiration to many 
fetishists, as witnessed in the innumerable artwork 
incorporating crosses, sexy nuns, crown of thorns, 


stigmata, ... and fetish catalogues displaying the 
necessary outfits to re-enact these images in the safe 
comfort of your own home, with the company Demask 
even advertising itselfin magazines with a latexnun under 
the, in this context rather significant, slogan “a religion”. 
In a very strange twistofirony the inspiration even changed 
direction with the Church of England in Birmingham 
distributing posters with the slogan “Body Piercing ? J esus 
had his done 2000 years ago.”, followed by a textgiving a 
gruesome accountof whatcrucifixion entailed as torture. 
Apparently the adherents of the church have diminished 
in so far thatthey feel the need to turn to popular fetishist 
practices in an attemptto reach outto the estranged minds 
of the youth of today in order to get that message of 
salvation across. 


This form of proselitism can be called rare for conventional 
Christianity but has become a standard practice among 
it's counter-religion: Satanism. This religion is to it's 
followers often more a philosophy or a mock-religion than 
aimed atreligious worship in a traditional sense, with the 
founder ofthe (in the U.S. officially recognised) Church of 
Satan Anton LaVey even denying the existence ofthe devil 
as an actual divine entity. Already in the 19" century the 
previously mentioned erotic artistF êliciên Rops, personal 
friend of Baudelaire who wrote an ode to Satan in his 
famous Les Fleurs du mal, humorously signed some of 
his letters with “merchant for Satan € Co.” and entitled 
one of his most famous series of etchings Les Sataniques. 
In theirrituals the Church ofS atan re-introduced the sexual 
motif, and an early rite entitled Strengthening Ritual 
involved a member as 'vessel of pain' being symbolically 
whipped by the others to purify the masochistic tendencies 
of Christian morality. Zeena, the daughter of Anton LaVey, 
explained in an interview: “In the realm of the pop culture 
Satanism of the sixties, there was a thin line between the 
supposed Satanic religion and a glorified sex club. 
Apparently many ofthe underground spanking clubs and 
brown wrapper peddlers of gags and whips thoughtthere 
was a crossover, as the Church of Satan regularly received 
catalogues and newsletters on this then-secretive scene.”. 
Certainly this bond did not end with the sixties, as was 
proven in April 1998 when the fetish club The Torture 
Garden held a Requiem for Anton LaVey with the 
organisers declaring: “At this time, near the end of the 
second millennium of Christian oppression, itis time... to 
throw offthe shackles of religion and break its power. WE 
HAVE NO GODS BUT OUR OWN TRUE SELVES. The 
Black Mass is a great celebration of the Flesh, Ecstasy 
and Sexual Freedom. Ourintent:- Itis our Will, to summon 
Satan - FOR ۰ 


This declaration mightbe uphold as a new creed (Separate 
from the so-called summoning of Satan which will certainly 
notappeal to everybody in equal measure) with sex in all 
¡Us many guises celebrated as religion in replacement of 
our subjection to the controlling power of a church, our 
personal experiences no longer curtailed by rules of 
orthodoxy, even though some people seem keen on 
introducing a rigid form of orthodoxy to S/M. 


Write us! Send us your story! 
Help SECRET Magazine to stay alive 
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WONDERLAND 


by Debs Tapper 


Siggi left the building with a cheerful little bounce in his 
step, thinking aboutthe film he had justbeen watching. It 
was an old film, ofcourse, and certainly illegal by modern 
standards - the Confederacy wouldn't allow films to be 
made like thatnow, notafterthe Counter-Sexual Revolution 
- and it wasn't even particularly good. But it had been 
one of Her films, and that was all that mattered to Siggi. 
Siggi sighed to himself, glancing up as the two women 
passed by. They crossed the road to avoid him, their heavy 
modesty robes making a flat, cracking sound as they 
moved, keeping their veiled 
heads bowed as they hurried 
away. 

She wouldn't have done that. 
He tugged his long coattightly 
around his body as hethought 
about her and felt that 
wonderful, familiar heat start 
between his legs. She would 
have come striding down the 
street, dressed in clinging 
leather and high boots, her 
long black hair pulled into a 
sleek plaitthatswung against 
her back with every step. She 
wouldn't have bowed or 
scurried out of his way; she 
would have grabbed him by 
the collar and thrown him 
againstthe nearestwall, and if 
he had struggled, she would 
have drawn one of the huge 
guns she always carried and 
pushed it into his face, then 
she would have made him - a 
man and full citizen - kneel 
down in the street at her feet 
and kiss her shiny, towering 
boots. 

Siggi stopped and took a deep 
breath, feeling his face flush 
scarlet. He was glad to be 
alone in the dark street - right 
now, he feltsure any passer-by would be able to read the 
subversive thoughts as clearly as if they were scrawled 
across his face. He always felt like this after attending one 
of these forbidden screenings, and the knowledge that 
the Morality Police were clamping down on such activities 
only made them sweeter. Siggi usually managed to see 
an illegal film every few months, and if they starred Her, 
hewas especially happy. She had been a starbackin the 
distant 1990's, long before Siggi was born, and always 
took top billing - something completely unthinkable in 
these more enlightened times. She was the absolute 
opposite ofa modern woman - she showed her face and 
carried weapons and commanded men and... And this 
time she had stripped down to a thin sleeveless leather 


top that outlined the swell of her breasts and left her 
shoulders bare and glistening with perspiration. 

Siggi ducked down an alley and pressed himself into an 
alcove between two buildings. He sagged againstthe wall 
and closed his eyes, wondering if he dared touch himself 
there in the darkness, and knowing he had to. He loosened 
his coat, magnetic poppers loud in the stillness, and 
slipped a hand down, fumbling with his trousers. 

He wasn’t even aware of the two figures until they were 
standing in front of him. One of them shone a torch in his 
eyes and he panicked, trying 
to pull his clothing back into 
place, his face burning with 
shame. 

“I’m sorry,” he stammered. 
How could he have been so 
careless? They must have 
followed him from the 
screening, just waiting for the 
right moment. “I’m sorry, 
officer.” The Morality Police 
were everywhere these days, 
waiting to catch people out - 
one of his friends said they 
even had portable heat 
detectors now that could 
pinpoint and register 
temperature changes in the 
most intimate parts of the 
body, stopping any 
indulgence in illicit sexual 
thoughts. “I'm sorry - l-l 
just...” He held his hands 
out, trying to fake a gesture 
ofinnocence, and cold metal 
cuffs snapped around his 
wrists. 

“Please!” Siggi begged. “I'm 
a respectable man - | didn’t 
mean any harm! I'll pay any 
fine - anything you want- but 
please don'tarrestme...” 
They ignored his pleas and 
protests and tugged the hood over his face, buckling it 
firmly under his chin. Siggi took a deep, panicky breath, 
the thick rubber sguashing against his nose and mouth. 
They turned him around several times until he was dizzy 
and gasping for breath, then seized his arms and 
manhandled him roughly down the alley. Siggi tried to 
work out where they were taking him, but he didn’t know 
this part of city very well and he was too scared to think 
straight - besides, the horrible restrictive hood not only 
blinded him, it muffled all sound as well. He stumbled 
along, the hood fullofthe sound ofhis laboured breathing, 
wondering why they hadn'ttaken him straightto a vehicle 
or left him in one of the secure lock-ups that dotted the 


city. 
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He soon knew why. There was a muffled scraping as they 
removed a manhole cover, then hands grabbed his ankles 
and guided him down onto the first rung of the ladder. 
Siggi climbed down slowly and awkwardly, convinced he 
was going to fall. He attempted to keep some track of the 
descentbutsoon lost count; he seemed to be descending 
forever, the muscles in his arms and shoulders aching, 
his face hot and sticky in the hood. 

His feetstruckthe ground and he groaned in relief, walking 
forward obediently when they tugged athis arms. He had 
given up wondering what was going to happen to him; if 
the Morality Police did know about the screening they 
would lock him up as a dangerous deviant, or he might 
just ‘disappear’ - after all, a few men ‘disappeared’ every 
year in the city and the Morality 
Police had to be responsible, 
didn't they? 

Didn't 7 

Despite the enclosing hood, 
Siggi felt cold and shivery 
when they made him stop and 
kneel down. Fingers yanked at 
the buckles under his chin. 
“Let's have a proper look at 
what we've caught,” a voice 
said. A woman's voice. 

The hood was tugged off and 
Siggi blinked in the light, his 
eyes growing huge and round 
as he saw the two women 
towering over him, both of 
them dressed in clinging and 
heartily illegal fabrics - Siggi 
guessed leather or polished 
rubber - their eyes hidden 
behind smooth mirrored 
visors. 

“Umm... Well, we've caught 
worse.” 

Siggi stared at her, seeing a 
haughty face with full, cruel lips 
and long black hair pulled 
back into a ponytail - she 
looked so much like his 
fantasy woman that he 
pinched himself surreptitiously 
to see ifhe was dreaming. Her 
clothing was black, too; a 
loose leather jacket over a gleaming rubber catsuit that 
looked as ifithad been sprayed onto her magnificentbody, 
her long legs encased in the kind of boots Siggi had only 
ever seen in prohibited films or his own dangerous 
fantasies. A sturdy utility belt hung low on her hips; she 
rolled the hood into a tight cylinder and pushed it into 
one of the pockets, snapping it closed. 

The other woman - the one with the spiky blonde hair 
and silvernose rings - was busy stowing the fake modesty 
robes into a backpack. Now Siggi looked atthem properly 
he could see the garments were ridiculously lightweight 
and flimsy, butthey would look a lotmore convincing in a 
dark street... 

“It was you,” he said. “You were waiting for me when I 
came out ofthe screening. You followed me.” 

“It's nota bad looking animal.” The blonde woman zipped 
the backpack closed. 

“In the face,” hercompanion agreed grudgingly. “But we 
haven't seen the rest ofit yet.” 


“I'm notan animal!” Siggi said indignantly. “I'm a man!” 
“Condemned from its own mouth.” The first woman 
sounded amused. She unclipped something from her belt 
and thrustitin his face. “Do you know whatthis is, animal?” 
Sigginodded, going cross-eyed as he stared atit. He had 
seen plenty of electro-sticks on TV, but this one was only 
inches from his nose. A shower of blue sparks danced 
around the blunt tip as she touched a button on the 
moulded grip. “Yes,” he said. 

“And do you want to know how it feels?” 

Siggi shook his head. He could guess. 

“Then you'll do as you're told - like a good little animal.” 
Siggi wiped his sweating palms againsthis thighs. “Who 
are you?” he asked. 

“You will not speak again 
unless you are spoken to 
directly,” the woman said. 
“And then you will address us 
correctly, and keep your 
head bowed.” She 
straightened up and 
switched offthe electro-stick, 
slapping itagainst her gloved 
palm as she spoke. “You will 
address me as Mistress 
Cybele and my colleague as 
Mistress Aphrodite. If you 
encounter any other 
Supreme Sister, you will 
kneel down immediately and 
bow your head to the 
ground. You will make no 
attempt to speak or attract 
her attention in any way. If 
you are ordered to do 
anything you will obey 
instantly. You will make no 
attempt to engage in any 
kind of contact with the other 
animals here. If you forget or 
try to disobey, you will be 
punished. Do you 
understand?” 

Siggi glanced around, 
noticing the heavy security 
grids in place overthe doors. 
He was handcuffed and 
helpless. There was nowhere 
to run and no one to help him. 

Mistress Cybele waited impatiently, closing her hand 
around the electro-stick and gripping it firmly. “| asked 
you a question, animal,” she purred. “Are you going to 
answer - orwould you like a lesson in manners?” 

“No,” Siggi said. “No... Mistress Cybele.” 

“No, you don't understand, or no, you don't want your 
lessons to begin yet?” 

Siggi bowed his head, staring at the toes of her glossy 
boots, and decided itwas saferto play along. “Thank you, 
but! don't want a lesson, Mistress Cybele." 

Mistress Aphrodite laughed. “Itis quite an attractive animal, 
Cybele,” she said. “And itshows promise.” 

“It's a man,” Cybele said dismissively. She turned her 
attention back to Siggi. “You - what were you called?” 
“Siggi Weiss, Mistress Cybele.” 

“Animals have to earn their names here. If you're suitable, 
you'll be marked with your new identity - if you're not, 
you'll be banished to the pens as menial labour.” Siggi 
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looked up anxiously and she frowned at him. “You can't 
go back to the surface. You've seen us now - you know 
about us - and you could bring the authorities here. The 
Morality Police would scrub your whole mind clean 
afterwards, justlike they'd scrub ours. Imagine having no 
knowledge of how enjoyable your own body can be, or 
just how good real clothing feels...” She placed a hand 
on one breast, tracing the full curves, then pulled her 
gloved fingers slowly across the shiny rubber sheathing 
her body. 

“Don'ttease the poor animal, Cybele,” Mistress Aphrodite 
said. “You're making it drool.” A smile hovered around 
her lips. 

“How old are you, animal?” Cybele asked. 

“Thirty, Mistress Cybele,” 
Siggi said, gazing at her 
glossy breasts longingly. 
“And are you married - do you 
have any family?” 

“I'm not married, Mistress 
Cybele. | do have a married 
sister, butshe lives in another 
State ofthe Confederacy and 
we don't speak to each other 
very often.” 

“So... No one will miss you. 
That's good. But we still need 
to assess your suitability. Strip, 
animal - we need to see if 
you're worth our time and 
effort to train.” 

Siggi held up his cuffed 
hands, butthe two women just 
stared at him coldly until he 
unzipped his trousers and 
began to struggle out of them 
and his underwear, wriggling 
awkwardly around onto his 
bottom and tugging his 
clothing over his knees, then 
bending forward to untie his 
shoelaces. 

Aphrodite leaned closer to 
Cybele. “| think our catch 
looks very promising...” 
Once Siggi was completely 
naked from the waistdown he 
tried to hide in his long coat, 
his cheeks red with embarrassmentand his dick standing 
up stiff and hard. Cybele took a clasp knife out of her 
utility belt, grabbed Siggi by a handful of his hair, pushed 
his head forward and slit his clothes apart from the neck 
down, cutting them off him. 

“You won't need clothing anymore,” she said, shutting 
the knife again. “Notthatkind of clothing, anyway. Now - 
stand up and lace your fingers behind your head - we 
want to take a proper look at you." 

Siggi did as he was told, trying to keep still as the two 
women stalked round him, tweaking various parts of his 
anatomy and prodding him with the deactivated electro- 
stick. 

“Perhaps the animal is of acceptable standard,” Cybele 
said. “Reasonable appearance - blond, blue-eyed; 
average heightand guite a muscular build - so many tend 
to be either fat or far too skinny. But we do need to do 
something aboutthis.” And she ran the tip ofthe electro- 
stick all the way down his bursting dick, jabbing at his 


swollen balls. 

“VII have it fitted immediately," Aphrodite said. 

“You hear that, animal? You're going to be fitted.” Cybele 
tickled the base of his dick with the electro-stick and Siggi 
shuddered all over. “Would you like that?” 

“Yes, Mistress Cybele.” Siggi had no idea whatthey were 
talking about. He just wanted this beautiful, commanding 
woman to wrap her gloved hands around his aching dick 
and massage him into a state of bliss. 

“Good. See to it, Aphrodite - this animal bores me. And 
getittagged and marked. Here -” She unhooked a metal 
hoop from her belt and handed it to the other woman. “It 
needs a collar.” 

They made him kneel down again. Aphrodite slipped the 
collar around Siggi's neck 
and snapped itclosed. Then 
they ordered him to tuck his 
hands up under his throat so 
she could lock the handcuff 
chain to the D-ring atthe front 
of the collar. 

“I think this animal will be 
easy to train.” Aphrodite 
attached a leash to the collar. 
Cybele handed her the 
electro-stick. “I don't.” 


Siggi trotted down the maze 
of corridors after Aphrodite, 
his head spinning.He kept 
his head bowed as he had 
been ordered - itenabled him 
to watch the play of over 
Aphrodite's perfect buttocks 
as she strode along. She 
wore a boxy silverjacketthat 
stopped justshortofherwaist 
and he gazed atthe succulent 
mounds below. The cheeks 
of her bottom were divided 
and wrapped by purple latex, 
and Siggi had an 
overwhelming urge to kneel 
down and bury his face 
between them. 

Aphrodite gave his leash a 
sharp jerk, as though 
guessing his thoughts. She 
halted outside a door, opened the security grid, and led 
her captive through. 

Siggi gazed around him, forgetting to keep his head 
lowered. He was in anotherlarge room, butthis one looked 
like a cross between a laboratory and a torture chamber. 
It was full of long white benches and gleaming steel 
equipment; forests of plastic tubes and segmented metal 
pipes; tethering hoops and hanging chains; various frames 
and chairs with buckled leather restraining straps, all 
thrown into harsh relief by the banks of overhead lights. 
His excitement drained away and he ducked his head 
again, beginning to feel scared. 

Aphrodite tugged at his leash, dragging him across the 
tiled floor. “This animal needs to be tagged, marked and 
fitted,” she said. “And getit clean first, not like last time.” 
Four men hurried from behind the spotless benches, 
keeping their shaved heads bowed; they were hairless 
and naked except for see-through plastic lab coats, long 
rubber gauntlets and collars. “Atonce, Mistress Aphrodite,” 
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one ofthem said, taking his leash from her. 

“Fully fitted,” Aphrodite added. 

The man shuddered slightly. “As you wish, Mistress 
Aphrodite,” he said. “Come with me,” he said to Siggi, 
jerking the leash. 

Siggi hung back, looking fearfully at Aphrodite. “What're 
they going to do?” 

Aphrodite took the leash and waved the man away, 
standing in front of Siggi. “You're going to learn to obey, 
Siggi Weiss,” she said, pitching her voice too low for the 
other men to hear. "You could've considered yourself lucky 
to be born a male on the surface, seeing as how your 
gender treats our Sisters - here it's your misfortune, and 
your turn to be subjugated. 
However -” She dropped her 
voice even lower. “If you're 
sensible and obey us 
completely, your life won't be 
easy, butitll have rewards that a 
man of yourtastes will enjoy. We 
know what you want, Siggi 
Weiss, even if you aren't ready 
to admit it to yourself yet. You 
want a Mistress to own you 
absolutely; a real woman who'll 
make you perform the most 
humiliating tasks, then beatand 
abuse you for her own 
entertainment afterwards. I'm 
right, aren’tl? We recognised the 
characteristics of a submissive 
animal as soon as we saw you 
leaving that illegal screening.” 
She tightened her fingers on the 
leash, pulling his face closer to 
hers. “J ust remember that only 
the most obedient and well- 
trained animals are permitted to 
serve the Supreme Sisters...” 
Siggigazed atthe reflective visor 
for a moment, then dropped his 
eyes. “l-I understand, Mistress 
Aphrodite,” he said, a fresh 
shiver of excitement coursing 
through his body at the thought 
of serving one of these amazing 
women. 

“Then do as you're told.” She held out the leash. “Geton 
with it,” she said to the four men. 

Siggi went with them meekly. He stepped into a tiled stall 
festooned with tubes and stood with lowered eyes as they 
locked a spreader bar around his ankles then unfastened 
the handcuffs from his collarand secured them to a chain, 
pulling his arms up over his head until he was balanced 
on his toes, his muscles at full stretch. 

“Permission to speak, Mistress Aphrodite?” 

“Speak.” 

"Do you wish to have the new animal depilated?” 
Aphrodite looked at the helpless man thoughtfully. Siggi’s 
limbs and chest were covered with dark blond hair - 
several shades darker than the stuff on his head - anda 
line of fuzz on his belly led down to a fluffy mat at his 
groin. 

“We have all the necessary creams and razors, as the 
Supreme Sister knows,” the man continued. “Or we can 
use tweezers - if she would prefer it.” 

“Not this time,” Aphrodite said. “J ust make sure he's 
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completely clean.” 

Siggi had never had an enema before and he certainly 
didn't enjoy this one. He gave a startled gasp as one of 
the men pushed a lubricated nozzle into his bottom, then 
gritted his teeth as the warm fluid flooded into his bowels. 
They keptthe tube in place until he thoughthe was going 
to burst, then jerked the nozzle out, turned the showers 
on him and began to scrub his body with small brushes. 
Siggi groaned, trying to clench his sphincter muscles, 
reluctant to release the fluid in front of the watching 
Supreme Sister. He closed his eyes and concentrated on 
holding itin his body. 

“That's a pretty animal, Aphrodite - where did you and 
Cybele catch it?” 

Siggi opened his eyes 
again. The speakerwas tall 
and striking, breasts 
spilling over the top of her 
tightly laced gold leather 
corset, her skin glowing 
like polished ebony under 
the bright lights. A variety 
of spiteful riding whips and 
cuffs hung from clips on 
her belt; they rustled 
against her scarlet latex 
leggings as she moved. 
“On the surface,” 
Aphrodite said. 

“Very pretty indeed - | 
should like to supervise its 
training myself.” 

“This animal already has a 
Trainer, Artemis.” 

“A pity. It's very easy to end 
up spoiling a good animal, 
rather than enhancing it.” 
Artemis gestured to the 
men cleaning Siggi. “Look 
atthem.” 

“They weren't good 
animals,” Aphrodite said 
shortly. “You four - stop 
wasting time. Getthatfluid 
out of him and get him 
clean. | want him fitted and 
marked without any more 


pointless delays.” 

One of the men began massaging his abdomen with 
practiced hands and Siggi couldn't hold the fluid in any 
longer. His muscles relaxed and itwentcascading down 
his legs in a hot torrent while the two women laughed at 
the expression ofabjectshame on his face. He stood there 
with his head bowed while the men scrubbed every inch 
of his body and dried him with powerful jets of air, then 
released his arms and led him forward, the spreader bar 
turning his steps into an awkward shuffle. 

“Such a pretty animal...” Artemis said. 

The four men removed Siggi's restraints, pushed him back 
againsta tubular steel frame and buckled heavy leather 
straps around his spread-eagled limbs. They measured 
Siggi, then fitted a flat metal belt around his waist and 
locked it shut. 

“Permission to beg the Supreme Sister Aphrodite's 
discernmentin choosing a plug for the new animal.” 
Siggi gaped atthe small clear plastic tray the man was 
holding, his brain refusing to work. The tray held a line of 
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five smooth metal cones of various diameters, each one 
tapering to a flat base. For a moment, he had no idea 
what they were for - he only realised when Aphrodite 
picked up a medium-sized one and looked at him 
thoughtfully. 

“No!” He shook his head. “Please, Mistress Aphrodite... 
Please don't...” 

“The animal doesn't like your choice,” Artemis said. 

“| know - how inconsiderate of me.” Aphrodite put the 
medium plug back and picked up the largest one from 
the tray. “Perhaps this one will be more to its taste.” 
Ittook the men some time to fit Siggi with the plug, even 
using copious amounts of 
lubricant and a lot of 
pushing; eventually it slipped 
past his reluctant muscles 
and buried itself snugly in his 
bottom, the flat base glinting 
between his buttocks. Once 
the plug was in place, the 
men locked a tight hoop 
behind his dick and balls and 
Snapped a metal cup over it, 
trapping his genitals inside. 
Metal tubes linked it to the 
front of the belt, snaking 
down between his legs and 
up between his buttocks; 
Siggi heard the smooth clicks 
as they made contact with 
the base of the plug then 
sealed themselves to the 
back of the belt, locking him 
in. 

“I commend you on your 
choice of restraining belt, 
Aphrodite” Artemis said. 
“The animal looks guite 
docile already.” 

“It still needs to be tagged 
and marked.” 

“And disciplined, surely.” 
“That will be done by its 
Trainer. Cybele says you take 
far too much pleasure in 
correcting attractive animals 
like this one.” 

Artemis smiled, running her fingers lovingly down one of 
the whips. “I just enjoy my work.” 

The four men rotated the frame around until Siggi was 
facedown. He hung limply from the straps, concentrating 
on the aches in his wrists and ankles; it helped him to 
close his mind to the feel of confining metal and the huge 
plug. The men injected a security tag into the back of his 
thigh - Siggi guessed itwas some kind oftracking device 
- then one of them tattooed his new identity code on his 
right buttock, swung the frame back into an upright 
position and released him. 

“Come with me, SW12.” Aphrodite jerked at his leash and 
he tottered after her, walking bow-legged in the 
uncomfortable restraining belt. 


Siggi spent a miserable night locked in a narrow cage, 
during which time he discovered the belt had another 
function. Every so often, tiny electrical pulses flickered 
through the plug and around the hoop enclosing his 
genitals, the slight, tickling sensation stimulating him to 


the pointwhen he felt his dick begin to stiffen in its prison; 
then they would stop again. Siggi lay curled up on his 
side - he had found itwas the only comfortable position - 
and did his bestto ignore the tickling as it started again. 
It felt as though someone - and he tried desperately not 
to thinkaboutCybele - was stroking him gently with gloved 
hands, massaging the base of his dick and playing with 
his balls while she slid firm fingers inside his body. This 
time, the sensations wenton until Siggiwas groaning and 
pressing his hands against the smooth metal cup in a 
futile attemptto gain some kind ofrelief; then they stopped, 
leaving him almost sobbing in frustration. 

When Aphrodite came to 
collecthim in the morning, he 
was ready to kneel down and 
beg her to take the belt off. 
Instead, he followed her 
obediently down the corridors 
and submitted himself to a 
similar routine as the one that 
had been performed the 
previous day. 

Aphrodite explained it as she 
walked along. “You belong to 
us now, SW12, and your body 
is the property ofthe Supreme 
Sisters, to be used as we think 
fit. Your Trainer might decide 
to turn you into a petora pony 
or use you as a piece of 
furniture. If you are extremely 
fortunate, she might even 
consider keeping you as a 
personal slave. Whatever 
happens, you will submit 
absolutely. If you work hard 
and please your Trainer, she 
mightallow you to masturbate 
for her amusement - but you 
will not give yourself any 
pleasure unless you are 
permitted to, and you willwear 
that belt until you learn some 
basic self-control. It will be 
removed four times a day to 
allow you to perform your 
natural functions, after which 
you will clean yourself as thoroughly as you were cleaned 
yesterday, then you will clean and replace the belt. 
Understood?” 

“Yes, Mistress Aphrodite,” Siggi said meekly. 

“You will be released from your sleeping cage atthe same 
time every morning. You will come here first and clean 
yourself, then report to your training cell, where you will 
kneel on the floor and wait for your Trainer. After a full 
day's training, you will be exercised and fed, then returned 
to your sleeping cage. This is your routine - unless your 
Trainer informs you that she will be performing intensive 
training the following day, in which case you will clean 
yourselfas usual butreportto yourtraining cell completely 
naked. After she has finished the training, you will be 
reguired to clean yourselfand replace the beltas before.” 
Siggi hesitated; then took a deep breath. “Permission to 
speak.” 

“Very well - speak.” 

“What's intensive training?” 

“We find it essential to remind our animals that they're in 
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the presence of the superior sex, and the best way to do 
that is through regular penetration. An animal always 
becomes more submissive and obedientwhen its Trainer 
penetrates it. You have a pleasing rump, SW12, and since 
it's one of your Trainer's favourite methods of instruction, 
| imagine you'll experience plenty of intensive training.” 
She spared him a brief glance; he walked along behind 
her, keeping his head bowed, but she could see he was 
flushed with excitement. “Of course, | should have you 
punished for daring to ask,” she said, “but I find you 
amusing, so l'Il overlook itjustthis once - anyway, you've 
already committed more than enough misdemeanours to 
earn yourselfa course ofsevere discipline. You will report 
all your misdemeanours to your Trainerand she will decide 
on a suitable punishment. Failure to report your 
transgressions will resultin further discipline.” 
“Permission to speak again,” Siggi said after a few minutes. 
“Questions are a transgression.” 

“I'm sorry, Mistress Aphrodite, but... Who's my Trainer?” 
“You'll see. Now be quiet.” 

Siggi was grateful to get out of the belt, even if it was only 
a briefrespite. There was no pointasking for any privacy; 
Aphrodite watched him closely the whole time and the 
four hairless men in lab coats hovered around, prepared 
to offer any necessary assistance. Once his body was 
spotlessly clean Siggi turned his attention to the belt, 
looking at the huge plug doubtfully. He cleaned it and 
lubricated it then tried to fit it again - not an easy task 
when Aphrodite was waiting impatiently, herarms folded, 
tapping the stiltlike heel of one boot on the tiled floor. 
Siggi put the plug on a chair and lowered himself onto it, 
catching his breath as the smooth tip slid inside him, and 
watched thatimpatient, clicking heel. He wriggled his hips 
as the plug slid in deeper, imagining he was tied up and 
helpless, abused and penetrated by his wonderful 


goddess Cybele. If only he could be down on his knees 
in frontofher, worshipping her while his tongue caressed 
the shiny leather of her boots... 

“That's another transgression, SW12," Aphrodite said 
sternly, frowning at his stiff dick. “You're going to be 
wearing that belt for some time yet.” 

“I'm sorry, Mistress Aphrodite,” Siggi mumbled. 
Aphrodite handcuffed and hooded him before they left 
the room. Siggi didn’t like the hood - it made him feel 
claustrophobic and panicky. He stumbled after her down 
the corridors, his nostrils full of the smell of rubber; he 
waited while she operated the security grids and knelt 
when she ordered him to. 

“Tell your Trainer your transgressions, SW12,” another 
voice commanded. 

Siggi obeyed, blurting out everything he could think might 
come under that heading. Once he had finished, his Trainer 
told him to stand and led him across the room. She 
removed the cuffs then made him bend over a padded 
block, ordering him to touch the floor with his hands and 
spread his legs wide. The stance left his bottom sticking 
up in the air, and Siggi felt both vulnerable and excited as 
she locked his wrists and ankles in place. A gloved hand 
trailed slowly over his buttocks, tracing the line ofthe belt 
- then the first lash ofthe whip made him jerk and cry out. 
She whipped him until his buttocks were on fire. Halfway 
through the beating, the wretched belt began its 
stimulating tickle, the combination of pain and pleasure 
arousing Siggi so much he thought he was going to 
suffocate in the stifling rubber hood: by the time it was 
over, he was gasping for breath and struggling to hold 
back tears. 

When his Trainer released him he knelt down at her feet 
without being told to, shivering all over. 

“You earned that small punishment for failing to address 
me correctly,” his Trainer told him. Hands reached down, 
unbuckling the hood and pulling itoff his head. “Now you 
may kiss my boots - no higher than the ankle - and thank 
me, while I decide how to punish you for all the other 
misdemeanours you've committed so far.” 
Siggirecognised her voice this time. “Thank you, Mistress 
Cybele,” he said fervently, pressing his lips against her 
gleaming black footwear. “Thank you the punishmentand 
for allowing me to kiss your boots.” He kissed the glossy 
leather and let his tongue glide over the smooth toes, 
wondering whathis punishment would be ifhe dared lap 
at the curve of her instep or suck on the towering heels. 
Mistress Cybele looked down and smiled. Siggi's training 
had begun. 
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HEAVY INTO RUBBER 


by Clint Catal yst 


| was. Problem was, | wasn't 
very heavy. Years of a nasty 
meth addiction had made me a 
magna cum laude graduate of 
the Ichabod Crane school of 
bobybuilding. 


Back when the drugs & student 
loans were fresh, I'd had my friend Molly of So Hip It 
Hurts construct elaborate custom latex outfits for me: 
appliqued tights, carnival jester garb, a perverted- 
patch boy scout uniform, evil queen neck cowls for 
the evil queen | was. | was Obsessed with that sick, 
slick material that I've heard comes from a type of 
tree in Europe, hence making it so expensive. 


Some infantile suckling part of me couldn't get 
enough of it: | wanted to stretch the gummy stuff, 
slap it, sink my incisors into it. Notto getall Paging- 
Dr.-Freud & shit, but this likely 
has something to do with my 
oral stage of development & 
the fact that! was bottle instead 
of breast-fed. Granted, most 
of my early memories have 
been obliterated: the cool 
beige latex nipple, the imprint 
of my stubby teeth. But my 
body recalls what my brain 
doesn't, translates recognition 
in familiar tingles. Comfort in 
shudders. | can trace my 
affinity for shiny sleek things 
back to grade school, anyway. 
Stormy days were fun with all 
the raincoats that looked like 
colorful oilslicks | wanted to 
splash into, my classmates' 
quick movements in them like 
a breeze rippling water. Plus 
rubber just looks really fucking 
cool; who needs to even 
intellectualize it. 


I may have been strung as a 
Strativarius, but there was still 
that inherent will in me to retain 
the glamour in ‘junkie 
glamour.’ My trackmarks healed more quickly after 
a full night out in rubber-no lie-plus my gaunt qualities 
shifted from Auschwitzesque ill to dangerous & pretty 
when | dressed them up in latex, my sunken eyes 
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made up like moonlit graves. 


Rubber was the perfect outfit for nightclub rounds, 
all glistening & synthetic & regal, though once | 
exerted the effort to pour myself into it, it was a 
challenge to take itoff. | kept getting distracted. Back 
at the apartment, there were new fashion risks to 
explore, a shellack picture frame project here, chatter 
about who did what to whom there, tangents 
snapping off like chemically-damaged hair until | was 
on the verge of passing out. If I was lucky, I'd push 
away a Clearing | could curl up & sleep in, stretching 
my cadaverous frame out like an extended attention 
span. Butoften the speed coma beat me to the draw. 
I'd wake on the hardwood floor from my crack-off 
slumber to find grit & gristle embedded in whichever 
latex creation | was wearing when | blacked out. | 
groggily picked at the sleek material pocked with 
round craters, picked the sleep from my eyes. It 
was really disgusting. 


The apartment really was a 
ruthless place, more a 
weapon than a craft project, 
chunks of glass jutting from 
cracks in the hardwood 
floor. In some ways I'm 
surprised we didn’t have 
vicious little rodents 
scurrying about the place. 
They probably were afraid of 
us. 


My roomie J ade & I couldn't 
have sane outside 
observers stop in for visits. 
Clearly, they were the 
enemy. Thatis, unless they 
were getting polluted with 
us. Drugs are the great 
equalizer. But just like the 
speed freak | am, | digress. 


Okay, listen up, ‘cause I'm 
only telling you this once. 
Fags don't like me. Which 
greatly complicates my 
angle in the mating game, 
being as I'm about as queer as they come. Instead, 
| get the guys who normally don't go for guys— you 
know, the rough trade, the dipping of toes into fruity 
water, the dorks who end up married with children, 
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Clint Catalyst with lounging naked nudie, Thistle Alexandro 


Clint Catalyst with Thistle Alexandro 
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& I'm not talking about a t.v. show. 


Solomon wasn't married. Not yet, anyway-though 
he did have a fiancee'. Yes, I know; go ahead € 
stitch on the Scarlet A. | can't help it. I’ve always 
loved what's forbidden: the entire jar not the single 
cookie, the don'ts so delicious to do, every secret. 
Anything that | don't tell is mine all mine. And a lot of 
what people take can change a lot. This night, our 
molecular structure was altered by Ecstacy. 


Speed was my day-to-day. The X was just a chaser, 
kind of like smoking in Los Angeles, 
sucking on a Camel Lightto go with 
a sky full of smog. By that same 
token, | guess that's what | was to 
Solomon: a freaky photographic 
subjectto dull the taste of his stable 
life. There in my train wreck of a 
bedroom, business was anything 
but. He stared at me, smiling, his 
beautiful high flat cheekbones dark 
under the overhead light. 


The MDMA hit, crept on like a sea 
breeze curling in soft swirls, then a 
brisk wind that slammed through 
my lungs. All borders were erased, 
& I was rushing, sailing across white 
caps, an icy early morning mist 
behind my eyes & on my tongue. 
He flicked the lightswitch off, & 
darkness was a spectacle. 
Gleefully, I crumpled on my 
mattress & offered myself to it, my 
eyes adjusting to the dim, consumed by a hurricane 
lust that stripped me of everything, including my 
clothing, tossed wherever it fell as if by machete. 


Solomon remained robed. It was evident his drugs 
had hit, as well, by the clearly visible pulse 
hammering the hollow between his collarbones. | 
watched him watch the spectacular damage of my 
room with the dedication ofthe loaded, a glazed stare 
& possibly a smirk on his face from witnessing the 
cobwebs, I don't know, melt or guiver or something. 
For a nanosecond I was embarassed because of 
them, but not enough to get up from my bed and 
swipe them away. 


His focus suddenly narrowed & settled on me as he 
leaned forward, slowly unhinging his jaw. 

“You still have rubber sheet beneath bed?” 

His voice was low, nearly a whisper. Plus his accent 
was noticeably thicker than usual, really nasal with 
nonexistent r's. Oh yeah, Solomon's Asian. His 
family's from Hong Kong, & yes I know that doesn't 
make him 'Hong Kongese,' but what is the proper 
term exactly? 
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Umm hmm I nodded, all dreamy b-movie porn star 
voice € not giving a shit aboutit. Inside my skull 
was the hush of white noise. Let me just tell you, | 
was high. 


With those big boxy shoulders on his slight boy 
frame, he extracted the cobalt blue swath of fabric 
from beneath my mattress & brought it taut around 
me, like a big rubber band. The veins in my neck 
throbbed, & then of course there was that simmering 
thing between my legs. Solomon burrowed, lapped 
at me between hallucinations € shadows, my cock 
between a delicate rubber sheen 
& his tongue. 


His head bobbed, bob haircut 
swinging back & forth, a fringed 
buoy deep in great rhythmic 
waves of movement in a 
shimmering sapphire ocean. My 
body was ablaze with fierce heat. 
Every sense | had was focused on 
my cock & the delicious ache in 
my balls, my lust € hardness 
submerged beneath the latex 
sheath. Through his nostrils came 
ragged € gaspy breaths that 
heated the rubber. 


© Andrea Ferra 


Solomon had a teepee in his 
sensible little straight boy pants, 
but he wouldn’t let me touch it. 
And believe me, | tried, sweating 
& moaning, struggling to geta 
handful. He peskily swatted my 
hand away like a mosquito, pushed me back, & kept 
on blowing me through the thin material. It was not 
so much kinky as it was like being trapped in a 
gigantic dental dam. Don’t get me wrong; this was 
creative as far as foreplay goes, but | was ready to 
lose the prophylactic € get down to some serious 
cock snorkeling. Solomon wasn't having it. He just 
Hoovered on, & on. € on. 

“Come on,” | pleaded. “Let's do it.” 

“No. Like this. | want you like this.” His voice was 
flat & final. His face, shining with sweat. 

Clearly a luscious round of bum-fucking was out of 
the question. | thought my cock would burst, 
groaned at the thought. It's such a terrible feeling, 
having someone down in your netherparts diligently 
trying to get you off, when all you want is for them to 
get off you. Oral sex should be like the Special 
Olympics, where everyone gets a hug € a ribbon for 
his efforts. Solomon | wanted to reward with my dick 
up his butt. 


Butsince that was a No-Go, I tried to concentrate on 
the rubber's seductive grip. Wasn't this the type of 
fantasy I'd always had, my dreams made flesh? | 
lay submerged, beyond thought & feeling. J ust like 
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life in the womb before you are born. Just like 
nothing. 


Then the E broke, € he was gone. How had he 
exited? There must have been much movement, 
possibly hurried, probably awkward, though | 
remember none of it. All | know is that next | was 
alone & | peeled off the sweaty second skin. It felt 
like | had wet myself. There was a condom smell 
enamelled to my epidermis. 


However many licks it takes to get to the center of 
my Tootsie Roll pop, Solomon didn't put forth 
enough. Iwhipped outthe KY. Masturbated myself 
into a frenzy, the world reduced to the orgasm at 
large, fighting foritto happen. My jaw clamped tightly 
shut, I fed tattooed punk rock boy porn into the VCR 
with my left hand € flogged the dolphin with my right 
until there was a tension around & behind my eyes, 
blood throbbing in the temples. Pounding in my ears. 
Darkness drained into daylight. And no, | had no 
petit morte, though I felt on the verge of a rather large 
one. My tongue was thick with thirst € my lips were 
mounds of sawdust. 


Cut now to the end of my speed career, when my 
metabolism skidded from a race track whisk to 
looking-for-a-parking-space crawl. The term ‘wasn’t 
very heavy' was reduced to just heavy. Well, not 
just. Make that full-on double-chin, bloated-corpse 
heavy. lt was as if instead of getting it good with the 
Penis Supremis, someone stuck an air compressor 
up my boody. All my sharp features went baby's- 
butt cush. 


Though I outgrew my latex gear € Solomon with a 
sobering rapidity, Molly & I are still chums, & bless 
her shining St. Louis heart, she asked me to model 
one of her designs for the fashion show atthe annual 
El Lay Fetish Ball. I knew it'd save me the steep $45 
cover for the event. Plus Molly does amazing work— 
the best, as a matter of fact. She brought a cowboy 
suit for me to wear, white trim & appligued scallops 
on shiny black. Somehow I managed to sgueeze 
myself into the costume, though I had to go through 
something of a contortionist's act to do it. 


The night was very warm, with a hot, humid breeze 
blowing. By the time we 'hangers' lined up for the 
stage, my brow was beaded with sweat, my 
pompadour was wilted. Could I still do this, prance 
on the stage & strut my stuff, even when I had so 
much more of it? 


As with anything, eventually my turn came, € I 
clomped on the runway, jumped up & down in that 
GayLord cowboy suit, fully aware of the fact that | 
was anything but sexy; | looked like a clueless dork. 
My stomach jiggled like a | ell-O casserole encased 
in Saran Wrap. At least | had great fun whooping & 


hollering, slapping my soft belly. It made the sound 
of a rubber band snapping. 


What was really hot was watching the rest of the 
performace unfold from the side-lines, a parade of 
bustles and ball-gowns, rough-cut pierced & tattooed 
boys off-set by sleek accoutrements, comedian 
Margaret Cho-who naturally stole the show, strippers 
draped in gaudy diamelles and diaphonous minis, & 
a guy easily twice my size, a size I'd previously dissed 
& dismissed as 'beyond the range of rubber.' That 
simply is notso. You know what? With his sparkling 
blue eyes matched by a turguoise pearlsheen latex 
snap-up scenester top-complete with ace and 
diamond appligues, a contemporary twist on the 
rockabilly retro-he was adorable. But the smile on 
his face as he stalked the runway was stunning. 


There's nothing sexier than diversity, and stylemeister 
Molly served it up with a Vanity Flair. Her So Hip It 
Hurts set at the Fetish Ball is when it dawned on me: 
really now, Kate Moss crash-&-burn diet action is just 
as passe' as the self-destructive yawn of junkie chic. 
To this day, my weight fluctuates about as freguently 
as my hair color, but I no longer stress. Pervery is 
how I get high. And no matter what mass I am, I'll 
always be heawy into rubber. 


Clint Catalyst 
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Ray Leaning 


Sensual Inspirations 
Ray's formative years were filled with images from Emma Peel & David Bowie to Wonder Woman & Pop 
Art. Becoming an artist was never in question, he could draw a bit, and knew what a paintbrush was. 
What was yet to become clear was his driving obsession. 
He rode a motorcycle, a Triumph Bonneville - nothing particularly unusual in that - but it immersed him in a 
world of tightly leather-clad ladies, Debbie Harry, Chrissie Hynde, emerging Punk Rock and the Saturday 


night sexuality of the Steve Bird Roadshow. 


Fashion 
Life-classes at college diffused a healthy sexuality. The constant scrutiny of the naked body cultured a real 
appreciation of beauty but diverted the lust. Then came a fascination for female fashion - the sensuality and 
gender messages evoked by what women wear. Spike heels give a distinctly female gait, corsetry accentuates 
the female form, tight shiny clothing gives the wearer a ‘super-skin’. Clothes that focus attention on the 
differences between man and woman “target” specifically feminine features: breasts, buttocks, slender neck 
and shoulders, long legs, even down to subtleties of foot size and finger shape 
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Ray Leaning 


Born in Lincolnshire November'59. As a teenager he fell in love with rock 
music, motorbikes, girls and comic book art (Marvel & DC). After a varied 
early career (crane driver in Scunthorpe steelworks; motorbike courier in 
Manchester; modeller of life-size fiberglass dinosaurs...) Ray was accepted 
as a mature student at Exeter College of Art. He graduated in Fine Art 
Painting in 1984. 


Secret Magazine issue 22 - page 52 


The elements of S&M 


If you are a regular reader of SECRET you will know that safety and "knowing what you are doing" is very important to me. 
| constantly read handbooks and when | find something good | publish it and try to convince my readers about the 
importance in this. Notso long ago I read the EROTIC BONDAGE HANDBOOK" by J ay Wiseman and after the SM101 he 
has successfully putto paper what most people know but have a hard time in telling to somebody else. 


While the exact techniques and styles of S&M play vary 
tremendously, there are certain almost universally agreed- 
upon elements. Some ofthose elements axe: 


Consent. This is the big one. All SM play is, by definition, 
consensual. While some advanced practitioners play at 
the outer edges of consent and while great debate can 
and does take place regarding the nuances and subtle 
aspects of what constitutes adequate consent at its heart 
SM is a consensual activity. The basic nature of this 
consent is 
relatively 
straightforward 
and easily 
understood by 
the average 
person. Itis very 
comparable to 
the type of 
consentthatone 
person needs to 
give in order for 
another person 
to legally have 
sex with them. 
SM play should 
only be done by 
people who are 
adequately 
informed of the 
nature of what 
they are doing 
and who are Æ > 

mentally 

competent to decide for themselves whether or not this is 
something that they want to do. That being the case, SM 
should not be engaged in by people who are too 
emotionally immature, senile, intoxicated, mentally 
retarded, or uninformed to understand the basic nature 
ofthe activity. (In fact, engaging in SM with such a person 
could get you charged with rape.) Also, itis not ethical to 
‘manufacture consent” by manipulating or exerting any 
undue influence upon another person to get them to 
engage in SM. 

In summary, it usually works best to engage in SM with 
people who do not merely consent, but rather with people 
who give their informed, enthusiastic consent. In other 
words, the person is most definitely of sound mind, they 
most definitely have an adequate understanding of what 
is and is notinvolved, and they most definitely want to do 
this of their own free will, without having been coerced or 
manipulated. 


Use of a “safeword.” Because SM play can sometimes 
become very intense, both physically and emotionally, and 
because people sometimes like to role-play SM scenes in 
which they are “forced’ to do things “against their will,’ it 
is very common in SM forthe players to agree uponsome 
type of real-world signal to indicate to their partner that 
the activity has reached a point that they are no longer 
comfortable with. Typically, a specific word, conmionly 
called a ‘safeword,’ is used to @ this function. For 
example, the two people might agree ahead of time that 
they will role- 
play 
something 
like rapist 
and victim, in 
which the 
victim will be 
“captured” 
and tied up 
while 
struggling 
(somewhat) 
against their 
captor, 
perhaps 
| even crying 
out “no” or 
“stop” as part 
of the role- 
play. But if 
the ‘victim’ 
(or the 
= “rapist' for 
that matter) 
calls outthe word “carrot,” itsignals thatthey really need 
to have some issue addressed and thatit's not partofthe 
game. 
Note: Ihave meta fair number of people within the SM 
community who solemnly claim that they play without 
safewords, but when I lock closely at what they actually 
do with their partners | almost always discover that they 
have the functional equivalent of a safeword in place. 
Sometimes I find that they don't play with safewords, but 
they are so careful to keep their play within the 
“acceptability zone” oftheir partners thatthe need forone 
essentially never arises unless something unexpected 
occurs. 


O Gianni Lanza 


On those very few occasions that! discover thatthe person 
really isn'tusing a safeword, I usually find thatthey have a 
history of having a way-above-average number of their 
SM scenes ending with hurt bodies and/or hurt feelings, 
and with very few oftheir former partners being willing to 
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either play with them again or to recommend them to 
others. I also usually find thatthese no-safeword players 
have a history of relatively short relationships. 


Negotiation and limits. Discussing and agreeing ahead 
of time regarding what will take place during an SM play 
date (and, perhaps more importantly, what will not take 
place during this play date) is a very important part of 
obtaining adequate 
consent. While people 
who are highly 
experienced at playing 
with each other may need 
very little orno negotiation 
before playing, people 
who are just getting to 
know each other usually 
need to do a significant 
amountof discussion and 
negotiation beforehand. (I 
usually allow up to an hour 
for pre-play negotiations 
with a new partner.) 
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“Reality” is kept out of it. 
SM play is almost always 
never a good place to 
attemptto resolve any “real world” negative feelings you 
have towards another person. Itis nota good idea (and 
in factitis often outright courting disaster) to do something 
along the lines oftie someone up and spankthem because 
you are mad at them because they got a parking ticket, 
failed to take out the garbage, or forgot your birthday. 
Issues like those gethandled in ‘straighttime” and outside 
of your SM play. 

There are occasional exceptions to this (there are 
occasional exceptions to almost everything about 
sadomasochism) but those exceptions usually occur 
within the context of ongoing, highly developed SM 
relationships in which one person has freely agreed that 
the other person has the right to punish them in this way. 
In other words, if this right isn't freely agreed upon well 
ahead of time, it's almost always better to not introduce 
punishment for real-world misconductinto your S M play. 


Insignificant damage. SM play often involves significant 
amounts of pain, and often a certain amount of damage 
to the body, butthere is an upper limit. The basic default 
upper limitis thatthe dominantpartner will notintentionally 
do anything to the submissive partner beyond the 
submissive's ability to self-heal. (This is true even if the 
submissive might consentto such damage or even, in the 
heatofpassion, actively encourage the dominantto inflict 
it.) Thus, in the aftermath of an intense SM play date, the 
submissive partner may have welts, bruises, and such, 
but they will not have large deep lacerations, fractures, 
and so forth. Neither will they be deeply emotionally 
traumatized or damaged. (They will also, as I hope | don't 
really need to point out still be alive.) 


The major subdivisions of sadomasochism. As | 
mentioned, there is no such thing as an official, all- 
encompassing definition ofsadomasochism. However, a 
very great deal of what happens during most 
sadomasochistic play falls into one of three major 
subdivisions, and itis very common forthe play to involve 
two or even all three of them. 


The main subdivisions of sadomasochism are bondage 
play, sensation play, and domination/submission play. Let 
me talk briefly about each. 

Bondage play is, of course, what this book is about so 
we'll be going overitin much greater detail later. Basically, 
it usually involves applying rope or some other material 
to the submissive partner's body in orderto limittheirability 
to move. 

Sensation play is frequently, 
but not always, 
synonymous with pain play. 
Sensation play would 
typically include such 
practices as spanking, 
whipping, applying clamps, 
using ice cubes, dripping 
hot wax, and so forth. 
However, please note well 
that not all SM-related 
sensation play is related to 
pain. Sometimes pleasant 
sensations can be involved 
such as rubbing a piece of 
velvetorfurovera person's 
skin, orsexually stimulating 
them. 

(Note: a fairly large number 
of people are into spanking as a form of erotic or semi- 
erotic play, butsome ofthem deny that whatthey are into 
is a subdivision of SM. They see spanking as a stand- 
alone activity in its own right and sometimes speak of 
themselves as members ofthe 'spanking community" as 
opposed to the ‘SM community.” While this matter is 
subject to debate, | can see their point.) 

Domination and submission play (sometimes abbreviated 
as D&S play or D&s play) has to do with the general idea 
ofone person making themselves subservientto the will 
and commands of another person to a greater or lesser 
degree. In this form of SM play, one person gives orders 
and the other obeys them, within whatever boundaries 
the two ofthem have negotiated. 

SM play can also involve a number of activities that can 
be thought of as 'related practices," in that many people 
who are into SM are also into these practices and 
sometimes combine them with their SM play. These are 
separate practices and not by definition part of SM itself. 
Crossdressing (particularly a man dressing in women's 
clothing) would be a typical example. While a dominant 
woman might force" a man to crossdress as a woman as 
a way of "humiliating' him, it is certainly possible to be 
interested in SM without being interested in cross-dressing 
and it is certainly possible to be interested in cross- 
dressing without being interested in SM. 

A few other examples of related practices would include 
age play (in which an adultrole-plays thatthey are a child 
or an infant), enema play, corsetry, and foot fetishism. 
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Safety: Condo ms, Dental 


Dams, € Latex Glo ves 


Historically, the original use for condoms was to prevent 
the spread of disease, then many people realised thatthey 
could be used as contraceptives and started to think less 
ofdisease prevention. Nowadays, the reasons forcondom 
use have gone completely full circle: they're used to 
preventthe transmission of diseases like HIV, herpes, etc.. 
We also have other latex barriers that can help us play 
safely: gloves and dental dams. 


There are some basic things to know aboutlatex. Number 
one is that you don't want to do anything that could 
damage the latex barrier. This generally means having 
your fingernails clipped short. To some people, long nails 
are a fashion statement, but the holes they create in a 
glove or a condom could kill you and/or your partner. 
Depending on the activities you want to perform, the 
choice is yours. Like facial tissues, latex gloves, usually 
of the surgical variety, can be bought in bulk. They can 
be autoclaved to keep them sterile and come pre- 
packaged in pairs. For more information on sterilising 
things, please see the section on the Cleaning of Toys. 


Avoid any forms of abrasives when playing with latex 
barriers. Gritcan easily cause the latex to tear. Also, don't 
try to be cute and blow up a rubber before sex. Ifyou put 
a small, invisible hole in the latex, you'll remove the 
protection that the rubber should provide. 


Cheek the expiry dates on anything made of latex rubber. 
Ifthe latex is old, it will also not do its job. Old latex gets 
brittle and can crack. So, if your local medical supply 
store is having a ten-for-one sale, check the expiry date 
before you buy. They mustbe fresh. Sometimes the only 
way to tell if bulk bought gloves are fresh is to check the 
lotnumber and ask the manufacturer. Don'tcounton any 
latex that doesn't look right. If it looks marbled, 
discoloured, or is cracking, throw it out. Sometimes, it's 
really hard to tell, so be careful. 


Equally, if your latex barriers have been lying around in, 
say your toy bag, being bashed around by the toys for six 
months, the wrappers will have little mutilations on them. 
That means that they are no longer sterile. Ifthe wrapper 
is all bentoutof shape, don'tcounton the contents being 
clean orundamaged. 


Never use fats or oils when you play using latex rubber. If 
a lubricantdoes not specifically state thatitis water-based 
and is oil- and fat-free, don'ttake the chance. These oils 
and fats break down the rubber, weakening it, allowing 
for holes and tears to occur. Hand cream, moisturisers, 
cooking oils, Crisco, and other foods are fatty, so don't 
use any hand creams before using a latex glove. Even 
body film has oil in it. 


Wrap anything that will end up in you or your partner. 
Finger cots are used by some when they play, but they 
have a tendency to fall off “in the heat of the moment.” 
The last thing you want is to lose a finger cot, which is 
aboutthe size ofa dime. There are many big openings in 
which you could lose one of these. 


Wrap things before you play with them. This goes for 
body parts as well as toys. If you're already hot and 
steamy, who knows what you could pick up and put on 
the toy, even as you wrap it in latex. It doesn't matter 
whetheryou go forvaginal oranal penetration, use a latex 
glove. Ifyou intend to be there for a while, use two gloves 
one on top of the other. If you damage the outside one, 
there is still a 50-50 chance thatthe inside one will remain 
intact. 


The same goes for penile penetration, be it vaginal or anal. 
When in doubt, wrap it more than once. Try the 
prelubricated ones. You're not going to notice a great 
change ofsensation. Somemen saythat, when a condom 
is tight around their penis, their penis feels better. Most 
AIDS prevention organisations recommend “double- 
bagging” some even suggesttriple wrapping. You'll also 
have to make a choice between those with dry powderon 
them for ease of application, or those that come 
prelubricated with nonoxynol-9. Some people are sensitive 
(allergic) to the type of lubricantthey use. 


Dental dams tend notto be lubricated. Some women are 
taking condoms and cutting them and using them in place 
of a dam. Condoms, however, are thinner than dental 
dams. It is relatively easy to puta splitin a condom used 
as a dental dam. Dams are more like ‘industrial strength.” 
Dams are now becoming available in larger sizes making 
them more like the area of a split condom. 


Some people have used Saran Wrap instead of latex for 
prolonged rimming or oral-vaginal contact. This is an 
unsafe practice. Supposedly, Reynolds film is betterthan 
Saran, is betterthan Clad wrap, is betterthan Handi-Wrap. 
You'd have to be an engineer in polymer chemistry to 
understand why. Ithas something to do with micro-pores 
in the sheeting. 


If you're in the situation where you've justgotto go down 
on someone, never use a barrier that says it's 
microwaveable. This immediately means thatthere are 
micro-pores in the plastic. Good old-fashioned Reynolds 
film or Saran wrap is better. 


Dildos don'tcome. So there's no problem putting a rubber 
without a reservoir on a dildo. 


If you think that your play will involve one or both partners 
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coming into a’ rubber, use a reservoir tip because there is 
a very real possibility that the act of coming can rupture 
the condom. 


As a general rule, wrap itor whack it; lick it with latex; no 
glove, no love. The trick is to break the chain of disease 
transmission. Don'tletdiseases into or out of your body. 


How to Put on Condoms 


Justin case you didn't know, and for the sake of 
completeness, here is a guick description of how to put 
on a condom. 


The penis should be hard when the condom is puton. If 
the condom has a reservoir tip, sgueeze all of the air out 
of itusing yourthumb and forefinger. Ifthere is no reservoir 
tip, the condom should be put on with about a half an 
inch noton the penis itself. Puta small amountoflubricant 
at the tip of the condom before you put it on (you should 
be using a water-based lubricant, preferably with 
nonoxynol-9, not Crisco, Vaseline, or any other oil-based 
lubricant). While holding the tip of the condom with one 
hand, roll it down the shaft with the thumb and forefinger 
of the other. If the vagina is dry, or if you have anal 
intercourse, the condom will need external lubrication 
(again, water-based). 


When pulling out, hold the base of the condom with the 
thumb and forefinger ofone hand. You should dispose of 
the condom by tying a knot in it and putting it in the 
garbage. Do not flush condoms down the toilet, nor use 
them more than once. 


Condom Failure Rates 


All condoms are not created equal. For instance, only 
latex condoms can prevent the transmission of viruses 
such as HIV. While, in theory, condoms should be 100% 
effective, in reality, they are not. As a contraceptive, they 
are about 90% effective. That's substantial, but hardly 
surefire, protection. Failure rates vary not only from brand 
to brand, but also from batch to batch - and according 
the users’ age, education, and the amount of experience 
they have had with condoms. But you can take steps to 
enhance condom effectiveness. Researchers estimate that 
when condoms are used properly, failure rates can be as 
low as one to two percent. 


Three problems can undermine the effectiveness of 
condoms: Breakage, leakage, and improper use. Lack 
of lubrication (or use of an oil-based lubricant) also 
increases the chance that a condom will break. A 1989 
study showed thatabout one latex condom in 140 breaks. 
As for leakage, standard water tests have revealed that 
the major brands’ leakage rates meet the Food and Drug 
Administration’s requirements of fewer than four failures 
per 1,000. 


A pointto note is thatin “test-tube” experiments, sufficiently 
high concentrations (>5%) ofnonoxynol-9 can inactivate 
HIV, although effectiveness againstintracellular virus has 
been questioned. It has also been suggested that very 
frequent use of nonoxynol-9 (150mg four times daily for 
two weeks) may disrupt the vaginal and cervical linings, 
which could be relevant to transmission of HIV. 


What To Do WhenA Condom 
Breaks 


Rather than exhibiting small leaks, as they usually do in 
laboratory tests, condoms and gloves can fail dramatically 
when in use. Once a minuscule hole is created, it can 
develop rapidly into a tear and splitthe condom into two, 
particularly if not enough lubricant was used. 


What would we do if we found a broken condom on an 
object (penis, dildo, cucumber, etc.... ) thatwas being used 
forinsertional play? Our main concern in all cases would 
be disease, be it from vaginal or rectal play. Ifthe object 
was our penis and it was being used in a vagina, we'd 
also be concerned about pregnancy. 


The firstthing to do is to stop playing and do as much as 


possible to ensure that neither pregnancy nor disease 
transmission is likely to occur. The problem is thatsome 
damage may already have been done. Our task at this 
pointis to minimize its effects. 


First and foremost, and irrespective of our partner's 
reaction to such news, we would say what has just 
happened. This would allow us both to take the necessary 
measures to minimize the risk. 


It is likely that you will have discovered the break in the 
condom (or glove) when the objectwas pulled out. Part 
may still be in the recipient, and any infection, pre-cum, 
or cum will be spilling from it. 


Your first thought may be to flush out the person guickly 
with water, butany attemptto flush outthe vagina or rectum 
atthis pointwill likely push any infectious agentor semen 
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further into the body. This puts the recipient into a risky 
position. The task is to try to get at anything left in the 
recipient's body without doing further damage. If you have 
spermicidal suppositories, you can put them in and let 
them do their work (about 30 minutes). The problem is 
thatthe spermicide may notgetfar enough into the person 
to reach all the spillage. In Canada, the suppositories are 
becoming more difficult to obtain (mainly because they 
are not nearly as effective as the alternatives, foam and 
jelly). Unless there is an adverse reaction to the 
spermicide, leave the suppositories in place. They will be 
flushed out by the body itself, when it is next ready to 
urinate or defecate. 


Using a spermicidal jelly or foam containing nonoxynol-9 
may push any infection or semen further into the body, 
but it will do so with a wall of spermicide. Nonoxynol-9 
kills HIV, and, although it is rarely advertised that way, it 
also kills herpes, syphilis, and gonorrhoea. Spermicidal 
foam has a far greater content of nonoxynol-9 (about 
12.5% versus 3 to 5%) than the jelly, since, as it foams, 
less ofthe productcomes into contactwith the body. Foam 
and jelly have an acidity that is balanced for the vagina 
(about pH 4.5), so if they are used in the rectum, they may 
sting somewhat due to their acidity and the sensitive 
mucous membranes in thatarea. (Some people are also 
sensitive to the nonoxynol-9 itself, but the alternative is 
potential pregnancy or disease...) 


Because the spermicidal jellies and foams meet the 
spillage with a wall of spermicide, they are be our first 
choice (even ifthey do push things further into the body), 
followed by the spermicidal suppositories. Neither method 
will guarantee that you have destroyed any infection or 
sperm, so a visit to your physician the next morning is 


very important. If pregnancy is a concern, your physician 
will also be able to prescribe a “morning after” pill. 


Thatdeals with the internal concerns ofthe recipient, but 
whatofthe donor? If the inserted object was a penis, the 
man should urinate, wash his genital area thoroughly in 
soap and water a few times, and then smother it with 
lubricantcontaining nonoxynol-9. This should be leftthere 
for about 10 minutes and then washed off. The recipient 
should also wash and smother the external area in the 
same manner. If you're really, really concerned about 
disease, you may want to apply alcohol, hydrogen 
peroxide, or Betadine to the external areas. 


If the inserted object was a dildo or other toy, follow the 
procedures outlined in the section on Cleaning ofToys to 
clean it. 


If you feel the need to see a physician, or for a visitto the 
Emergency department of your hospital, then go there 
immediately after treating as described above. As far as 
disease transmission is concemed, there is probably not 
much more that a physician can do for you at this point, 
otherthan monitoryou both to determine ifa disease was 
transmitted, and then to treat it. 


If you have a concern about disease before you start, 
double-bagging is a good idea, as is a copious supply of 
water-soluble lubricant containing nonoxynol-9. If you 
need to use a condom or glove, you need to use lubricant. 
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| produced a large bottle of champagne, and pretending 
thatthe opener was in my alcove | wentthere, but my real 
object was to satisfy in Fanny the raging concupiscence 
which my torturing of Alice and then Connie had so fiercely 
aroused in me. 

| found her shivering with unsatisfied hot lust. | threw 
myself into a chair, placed my bottom on the edge and 
pointed to my prick in glorious erection. Instantly Fanny 
straddled across me, broughther excited cuntto bearon 
my tool and impaled herself on it with deliciously 
voluptuous movements, sinking down on ittill she rested 
on my thighs, her arms 
round my neck, mine round 
her warm body, our lips 
against each others; then 
working herself divinely up 
and down on my prick, she 
soon broughton the blessed 
relief we both were thirsting 
for, and in exquisite rapture 
we spent madly. 

‘Oh Sir, wasn'titlovely!'she 
whispered as soon as she 
could speak. 

‘Which, Fanny?” | asked 
mischievously. “This, or 
that?” pointing to the room. 
She blushed prettily, then 
whispered saucily, 'Both, 
Sir!’ as she passionately 
kissed me. 

| begged of her to sponge 
me while | opened the 
champagne, which she did 
sweetly, kissing my flaccid 
prick lovingly, after removing 
all traces of our bout of 
fucking from it. | poured out 
fourlarge glasses, made her 
drink one (which she did 
with great enjoyment), then 
took the other three out with 
me to the girls. 

| found them still in each 
other's arms and coiled 
together in the large armchair, Alice half sitting on Connie's 
thighs and half resting on Connie's breasts, a lovely sight. 
I touched her, she started up, while Connie slowly opened 
hereyes. 

‘Drink, it will pull you together!” | said, handing each a 
tumbler. They did so, and the generous wine seemed to 
have an immediate good effect and to put new life into 
them. | eyed them with satisfaction, then raising my glass 
said; ‘To your good health's, dears, and a delicious 
consummation of Connie's charming and most sporting 
suggestion!'then gravely emptied my tumbler. Both girls 
turned scarlet, Connie almost angrily; they glanced 
tentatively at each other but neither spoke. 


© Tim Major 


To terminate their embarrassment, | pointed to a settee 
close by, and soon we arranged ourselves on it, | in the 
centre, Alice on my rightand Connie on my left, their heads 
resting on my shoulders, their faces turned towards each 
other and within easy kissing distance, my arms clasping 
them to me, my hands being just able to command the 
outerbreastofeach. Both girls seemed ill atease; I think 
Connie was really so, as she was evidently dreading 
having to be fucked by me, but with Alice it was only 
pretence. 

'A penny for your thoughts, dear!' I said to her chaffingly, 
curious to know what she 
would say. 

‘| was thinking how lovely 
Connie is, naked,' she 
murmured softly, blushing 
prettily. I felt a guiver run 
through Connie. 

'Before today, how much of 
each otherhave you seen?' 
I asked interestedly. Silently 
both girls pointed to just 
above their breasts. 

'Then stand up, Connie 
dear, and letus havea good 
look at you,' I said, 'and 
Alice shall afterwards return 
the complimentby showing 
you herself! Stand naturally, 
with your hands behind 
you.” With ` evident 
unwillingness she 
complied, and with pretty 
bashfulness she faced us, 
a naked blue-eyed 
daughter of the gods, tall, 
slender, golden haired, 
exquisite, blushing as she 
noted in our eyes the 
pleasure the contemplation 
of her naked charms was 
giving us. 

‘Now in profile, dear.’ 
Obediently she turned. We 
delightedly noted her 
exquisite out, line from chin to thigh, her proud little 
breasts, her gently curving belly, its wealth ofgolden-brown 
hair, standing out like a bush atits junction with herthighs, 
the sweep of her haunches and bottom, and her shapely 
legs. 

'Thanks, darling,' I said appreciatively. 'Now, Alice!' And 
drawing Connie on to MY knees, | kissed her ۰ 
Blushingly Alice complied, and with hands clasped behind 
her back she faced us, a piguant, provoking, demure, 
brown-eyed, dark-haired little English lassie, plump, juicy, 
appetising. She smiled mischievously at me as she 
watched Connie's eyes wander approvingly over her 
delicious little figure. 
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‘Now in profile, please.’ 

She turned half-round, and now we realised the subtle 
voluptuousness of Alice's naked figure, how her exguisitely 
full and luscious breasts were matched by her somewhat 
prominent rounded belly, both in rum being balanced by 
her glorious fleshy bottom and her fat thighs. The 
comparative shortness of her legs only adding piguancy 
to the whole; while her unusually conspicuous Mount 
Venus, with its tousle of dark clustering silky hairs, proudly 
proclaimed itself as the 
delightful centre of her 
attractions. 

'Thanks, darling!' we both 
exclaimed admiringly as we 
drew her to us and lovingly 
kissed her, to her evident 
delight and gratification. 
'Now, Connie darling,' I 
said, ‘Il want you to lie down 
on that couch!' and | 
removed my arm from her 
waist to allow her to rise. 
'No Jack!' she begged 
piteously and imploringly, 
her lovely eyes not far from 
tears. “Please, Jack... don't 
insist!' 

'You must do it, darling,' I 
said kindly but firmly as I 
raised her to her feet. 
'Come, dear!' and I led her 
to the couch and made her 
lie down. 

‘I must put the straps on 
you, Connie dear,' I said; 
‘not that | doubt your 
promise, but because I am 
sure you wouldn't be able 
to lie still. Don't be 
frightened, dear,' I added, 
as I saw a look of terror 
come over her face. “You 
arenotgoing to betortured, 
or tickled, or hurt, but will be 
treated most sweetly.’ 
Reluctantly Connie yielded. Quickly Alice attached the 
straps to her wrists, while | secured the other pairto her 
ankles; we setthe machinery to work and soon she was 
lying flat on her back, her hands and feet secured to the 
four corners, the dark-brown upholstery throwing into high 
relief her lovely figure and dazzling fair hair and skin. | 
then blindfolded her very carefully in such a way thatshe 
could not get rid of the bandage by rubbing her head 
againstthe couch; and, nowthatConnie was atourmercy, 
I signalled to Fanny, who gleefully rushed to us noiselessly 
and hugged her mistress with silent delight. 

‘Now, Alice dear | said, 'make love to Connie 

'Oh-h!' cried Connie in shocked surprise, blushing so hotly 
that even her bosom was suffused with colour. But Alice 
was already on her knees by Connie's side and was 
passionately kissing her protesting mouth in the 
exuberance of her delightatthe arrival atlastofthe much 
desired opportunity to satisfy on Connie's lovely person, 
cunt against cunt, her lascivious desires and 
concupiscence. 

I slipped into a chair and took Fanny on my knees, and in 
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sweet companionship we settled ourselves down 
comfortably to watch Alice make love to Connie. My left 
arm was round Fanny's waist, the hand toying with the 
breasts, which it could just command, while my right hand 
played lovingly with her cunt. 

AfterAlice had relieved her excited feelings by showering 
kisses on Connie's lips with whispered fond endearments, 
she raised her head and contemplated, with an expression 
of intense delight, the naked figure of her friend which | 
had placed atherdisposal. Then she proceeded to pass 
her hands lightly over 
Connie's flesh. 


To win her heart she 
touched her here and there, 
Touches so soft that 
conquer chastity! 


This is what Alice was 
doing! With lightly poised 
hands, she touched Connie 
on the most susceptible 
parts ofherself, herarmpits, 
navel, belly, and especially 
the softtenderinsides ofher 
thighs, evidently reserving 
for special attention her 
breasts and cunt. Soon the 
effect on Connie became 
apparent; herbosom began 
to palpitate in sweet 
agitation, while significant 
tremors ran through her 
limbs. “Is it so nice then, 
darling?' cooed Alice, her 
eyes dancing with delightas 
she watched the effect of 
her operations on Connie's 
now guivering person; then 
she rested her hips on 
Connie's and gently took 
hold of her breasts.' 

‘Oh Alice "cried Connie, but 
Alice closed herlips with her 
own, half choking her friend 
with her passionate kisses. 

Then raising her head again, she eagerly and delightedly 
inspected the delicious morsels of Connie's flesh that were 
imprisoned in herhands.’ Oh you darlings!'she exclaimed 
as she squeezed them,’ You sweet things!’ as she kissed 
them rapturously. ‘Oh what dear little nipples!’ she cried, 
taking them in rum into her mouth, her hands all the while 
squeezing and caressing Connie's lovely breasts. 
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By Gloria G. Brame 


Dressed in a nearly transparent black catsuit made ofa 
fabric which clung tightly to every contour, Domina was 
almostas naked as herslaves. The outline ofhernipples 
and the bumps on her aureoles were visible, as were the 
graceful indent of her navel and the ripe curve of the 
mound below. Her shiny black tresses cascaded to the 
tips ofhernipples. Her skin was finer, more radiant, than 
he remembered; her ice-pink lips were blood-red, as if 
she had just feasted on fresh kill. 

Then herleather-gloved hand gripped his hair. 

“Stay,” she murmured in a voice so soft he was sure no 
one else heard. Arden gasped, paralysed by her grip. 
“Well? Are we all here?” Domina snapped atthe crowd. 
“Yes, Domina! Yes! We're here!” her minions chorused 
in loud alarm. 

“Whataboutyou?” Domina's leather-clad fingers suddenly 
pulled his hair. “Are you here, slave?” 

Spasms of pleasure ran from his scalp to his balls. “Oh,” 
he cried, “Yes, Ma'am” 

Domina smiled. “A fast learner! I like that.” She waved 
free hand atthe others. 

“Well, come on! Getup! Close in.” 

Groaning and sighing, they rose clumsily to theirfeetand 
moved closed, forming a semi-circle before Domina which 
encompassed him. 

As Domina held him tightly, a strange drug spread through 
his veins, washing away his anxiety. An energy passed 
from her arm into his head and spine, connecting him to 
her as if by an electromagnetic force. In its place came a 
sense of wellbeing, of re-awakening, of finding his place 
in the universe and knowing thathis place was very small. 
Arden gaped atthe familiar faces which surrounded him. 
They did notfrighten him. They were his comrades. They 
understood how he felt. He didn't have to be ashamed. 
He was notalone. He was one ofthem. He sighed. 


“Put him in the stocks,” Domina ordered, releasing him 
suddenly and giving him a gentle push towards her 
henchmen. 

Hercules and Samson stepped forth and Arden's arms 
and legs turned to rubber. Arden didn'tresist. He couldn't 
resist. He didn't want to resist. 

They led him passively to a large round platform. Hercules 
jumped onto it then turned around and hauled him up, 
with Samson nudging from behind. 

“Don't move until we're ready for you,” Hercules instructed. 
“Yes, Sir,” Arden murmured, bowing his head as the men 
left him standing for a few minutes while they busied 
themselves with the eguipment. 

As they worked, Arden gothis firstreal chance to examine 
the room. He gasped as his eyes sweptup the walls. The 
Torture Chamber's vaulted roof hung dizzily high. From 
floor to ceiling, monumental nudes were painted in stark 
hues. Male and female and hermaphrodite, athlete and 
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cripple, such was the cavalcade of naked, enslaved 
humanity which caroused on HER walls. Busier than in 
Breughel, they were bound by chains, whipped on 
crosses, stretched on racks, these naked bodies suffering 
upon fields of grey clouds. Here and there, huge stone 
hands sprang from the cumuli to raise blazing torches 
towards the heavens. 

it was the most outrageously opulent room he had ever 
seen. Each piece of furniture seemed specially created 
forthe space. In the center ofthe room, on a small raised 
platform, stood a high-backed blacklacguerchair. Its white 
silk cushions were shaped like clouds; its golden arms 
ceremoniously welcomed their gueen. Scattered beside 
the chair's red-clawed feet were pillows of red and black 
silks, fringed with golden threads. 

A narrow, black-lacguered table ran the length ofthe rear 
wall. On it were arranged a panoply of exotica. There 
was a lead crystal ice bucket shaped like a boot. It was 
crammed to the top with crushed ice, from which the shiny 
foil ofa champagne bottle extruded. Beside it, on a silver 
tray, were a dozen crystal flutes, all ofthem hand-painted 
with tiny flowers. Towering over the glasses was a vase of 
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ruby-red glass showing the breasts, waist and hips of a 
voluptuous Venus; dozens of fragrant white roses 
exploded from the headless torso. 

Hercules grabbed his elbow and pulled him away. 

“It's time,” the older man announced gruffly. 

With his cohort's help, Hercules quickly pushed the 
helpless slave into place, then arranged Arden's wrists 
and neck in the sturdy stocks. The supporting legs were 
short, so Hercules forced Arden to bend atthe waist to fit 
into it. The holes were lined by thick leather, comfortable 
yet leaving little room for movement. Samson guided 
Arden's feetinto a wooden box also with thickly padded 
holes. These holes were carved three feet apart, and at 
inward angles, so his legs could be comfortably secured 
yet spread apart. 

The two men treated him like malleable rubber, positioning 
his limbs, adjusting the placementof his ankles and wrists, 
working levers and gears thatcaused the stocks to turn in 
minute increments to accommodate his body perfectly. 
Then they pushed steel padlocks through rings on either 
end. 

When the locks clicked shut, a sigh escaped from Arden, 


as painful as a knife being pulled from his throat. He was 
in bondage now. Even ifhe wanted to escape, he couldn't. 
He was even more helpless than in the cage. He strained 
against his bonds. He was totally restrained and totally 
vulnerable. 

A pleasurable lassitude engulfed him. A second sigh 
came, only this one washed through him softly, leaving a 
primal euphoria in its wake. Through its haze, Arden 
looked into the faces ofhis audience. His dungeon mates 
studied him with knowing, aroused expressions, some of 
them smiling, others grave, but all transfixed by the vision 
of him in helpless captivity. Behind them, the painted 
figures seemed to be watching too, swelling the audience's 
ranks. 

Arden's cock sprang up hard as a missile setto launch. If 
notforthe stocks holding him up, he would have swooned 
in shame and collapsed to the floor. He could imagine 
how he looked, bent over on the platform, thighs spread 
far apart. His balls hung low, and his prick pointed to the 
sky. 

“My goodness,” Domina's voice suddenly interrupted his 
anguished excitement. “Look at the size of that thing.” 
His stiff member ached at her words. He tried to look 
down, but couldn’t bend his neck far enough to see past 
his own nose and chin. 

“Oh, my!” the invisible dominatrix laughed. It was the 
sound he had heard so many times from his cage. Witha 
flash, he understood its meaning. It wasn’t the sound of 
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amusement, it was the cry of sexual hunger. 

“Young men are so ... eager.” 

Slaves giggled and a few called out taunts. 

“You mean slutty!” cried the man whose name he still didn't 
know. 

“That too,” Domina said curtly. 

Still standing slightly behind him, she grasped Arden’s 
cock in hergloved hand. Expecting herto pinch or wrench 
his aching cock viciously, Arden screamed. 

“Oh, dear,” she said in a mild voice, “It’s so sensitive.” 
Domina toyed with his cock sensuously, snaking her 
fingers around the head, running the back of her hand up 
and down the shaft. Then she leaned in close and pressed 
her mouth againsthis ear. “Was poor, pitiful Arden afraid 
that big, scary Domina was going to hurthis horsecock?” 
Her breath rustled into his ear canal, sending a breeze 
through his body that made him shudder. “Yes, Domina!” 
he sighed, his eyes glazed in submission. 

She walked in front of him. Her perfume deluged his 
senses. Heinhaled hungrily. Shalimar. He remembered. 
Domina tenderly cradled his head in the crook of her arm 
and caressed his face. Arden turned his face to herlike a 
flower to the sun. 

“Why ever would think that | would hurt you, you poor 
baby?” she asked sarcastically. 

His heartstopped. She was like a cat who plays tamely 
one minute and scratches spitefully the next. If she was 
being gentle now, surely some terrorizing cruelty would 
be the suite. 

“I don'tknow,” he whispered apprehensively. 

Domina ran her kidskin-clad fingers over his lips. She 
pushed firstone, then two fingers into his mouth and her 
eyes narrowed as she watched him lap and suck them. 
“That's right, slut,” she pushed them deeperinto his mouth 
and then moved them in and out, suggestively. “Suck 
Mistress's fingers. Suck them like they were tiny cocks. 
Tiny, hard cocks rucking your greedy, slutty mouth.” 
Abashed, Arden's jaw grew slack. Domina guickly 
snatched his tongue between herthumb and indexfinger 
and pulled it out between his lips, making him gag. 
"Catgotyourtongue? "she [66۲60 , smirking. “Suck them!” 
She released his tongue and Arden's eyes rolled back in 
his head. Only seconds ago he had compared her to a 
catin his mind; now she had alluded to being a cat. What 
was this unholy bond between them? Was she using 
witchcrafton him? Had she taken complete control of his 
mind, implanting ideas, making him think whatshe wanted 
him to think and to fear what she wanted him to fear? 
Sgueezing his eyelids shut, he sucked his Mistress's 
fingers ardently, rolling his tongue over the tanned skins. 
His saliva saturated the tips ofthe gloves. The slithering 
fingers grew wetand warm and pliable as a vagina in his 
mouth. The taste of leather was musky and sweet, like 
the taste of sex. 

' “Whata good slave,” Domina purred. She grabbed his 
cock in her other hand: this time, she clenched her fist 
around itso tightly Arden felttrapped in a vise. 

“Oh, Domina, please, no!” Arden groaned, understanding 
instantly thatthe torture he had feared was aboutto begin. 
“Oh, Domina, yesssss," she hissed. She grasped Arden 
by the scalp and twisted his head so he was forced to 
stare directly into her eyes. “So you were afraid that I'd 
hurt your precious cock?” she sneered. 

Arden lowered his eyes, his lips trembling. 

“Afraid | might just pull it ofP" Domina wrenched his cock 
pitilessly. "What would you do then, if | tore your cock 
ofp. You'd have no reasonto live then, would you, whore? 
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You live for your cock. You're nothing BUT a cock. A 
cock with legs.” 

“O hhhh ... noooo!” he shrieked as she savagely beat his 
cock with the palm of her hand. 

“No?” The sound ofhersmacks echoed through the room, 
timed to the sound of the majestic music which rumbled 
in the background. “'No' is not a very submissive word, 
is it, slut?” 

“No, no, no it isn't, Domina!” he screamed, thrashing in 
his stocks. “No!” 

“There's that pesky ‘no’ again!” Domina lunged at him 
suddenly, smothering his face with herbreasts. “You really 
make me want to hurt you,” she growled, grabbing his 
balls in either hand and palpating them. “You want me to 
hurtyou, don'tyou slave? You want me to tear your balls 
off, don't you?” 

“No,” he wept in confusion. He quivered uncontrollably, 
afraid that any second she would squash his testicles in 
herfists and castrate him as he hung in helpless bondage. 
“He keeps saying ‘no,’ but his cock tells a different tale,” 
Domina trumpeted to the audience. “In fact, his cock is 
long enough to be a tail.” The audience twittered at 
Domina's pun and Arden whimpered in mortification, too 
afraid to move. 

Dotnina released his balls and began to stroke his cock 
back and forth. “Isn'tthatright, horseboy,” she breathed, 
wouldn'tthis make a nice, big, hard tail for me to lead you 
around by?” 

Uncertain of where this was leading, Arden stammered, 
“Yes, m-m-m-ma'am.” 

“Oh, so horseboy finally says ‘yes’ to something! Funny 
how he approves ofbeing forced to gethard.” She giggled 
girlishly. “We finally heard a yea instead ofa neigh.” 

At this the audience guffawed and to his own 
astonishment, Arden's lips involuntarily stretched in a 
sheepish grin. 

Domina began to pump him roughly, squeezing the shaft 
in her powerful fist. His grin faded when she tugged the 
swollen glans, dragging him towards her. Arden moaned, 
arching uncomfortably forward. 

“I'm going to lead you around by your cock,” Domina 
announced imperiously, “All you will be for me is a cock 
with legs-and the only reason you have legs is so you can 
bring your cock to me whenever I command it.” 

Arden writhed in fear as much as lust, his cock lurching 
wildly. Her sinisterthreats were bringing him dangerously 
close to orgasm. His loins pulsed from frontto back. His 
balls, stiff and heavy with cum, still ached from her touch. 
It was all he could do to keep himself from coming. 
Then, to his surprise, Domina sguatted until she was nearly 
eye-level with his genitals. Arden was perplexed, then 
sniveled in embarrassment. Domina was inspecting his 
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penis as soberly as a urologist. 

She scraped her fingernails along the head, and inserted 
the tip ofthe nail on her pinky into the tiny hole, twisting it 
around with a grave look on her face. Then she flicked 
the head with her fingers, a small thudding assault that 
made him jump. She peered up athis face, watching his 
reaction, and flicked harder, again and again, making him 
convulse each time like a puppet yanked by a string. 
She grasped his balls, massaging and sgueezing them 
deeply, making him sguirm and screech in agony. She 
pulled down hard on his scrotum, as if trying to stretch it 
to the floor, then released it abruptly. His cum-bloated 
testicles rebounded painfully. She drew the sac away from 
the balls and pinched some loose flesh between her 
fingernails. 

“This is where I'm going to pierce you,” she said calmly. 
“Oh God ... !” Arden cried. 

“And here. And here.” She pinched her fingers on the 
head of his cock, and then on the little flap of loose flesh 
between his balls and his asshole. 

Arden gaped deliriously athis Mistress. The sightof her 
manipulating his cock, threatening it, hurting it, was driving 
him to the brink of sanity, so intense was the masochism 
she elicited in him. He was ready for her to pierce him. 
He wanted herto pierce him. Yes, he wanted it. He wanted 
her to pierce him now, while he hung in her stocks, unable 
to move a muscle to stop her. He wanted to feel her 
needles penetrate his flesh. He wanted a spike nailed 
through his cock by HER hands. He panted at Domina, 
his eyes feverish as a martyr's. 

“Sapphire,” Domina said calmly, “Bring me the ruler.” 
Arden's groomer walked to an enormous black cabinet 
and opened the door, then returned with the ruler and 
kneeled to otteritup to her Mistress. Domina nodded as 
she took it from Sapphire, then turned to Arden and 
pressed his erection down onto it. 

“9 1/2 inches.” She clucked her teeth, disappointed. “I 
think itshould be a bit bigger.” She rubbed her palm over 
the length of the distended member, from root to glans. 
She glanced coldly into Arden's eyes. “You'll be beaten if 
it doesn't get any bigger.” 

At her words, Arden's soul caughtfire. His flesh melted 
from the heat. Sweatpoured from his forehead and chest, 
and the hair on the back ofneck and under his arms were 
sopping. Nowhere did the fire burn more fiercely than in 
his balls. They felt like two enormous boils about to 
rupture. 
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HOW CAN ANYTHING THAT 
HURTS BE GOOD? 


About three years ago, my husband read your book and 
ever since then he has been telling me thathe wants me 
to whip him before we have sex. He says this excites him! 
Reading your book has perverted his mind. | have tried 
to get him to see a counsellor buthe refuses. He says he 
was always this way. He insists that there is nothing wrong 
with him or whathe wants. | couldn'tdisagree more! His 
desires are unnatural. How can anything that causes pain 
be good for him or for us? Even though you try to make 
excuses for them, the practices you advocate are sick. 


Every so often | receive angry E-mail from people who 
believe that their partners have gone astray (or have been 
led astray) by exposure to a sex book, a piece of 
pornography, or an Internet site that features kinky sex. 
The rage they feel certainly presents a new set of 
challenges in the relationship. That is why the subject of 
kink should be discussed as carefully and thoughtfully as 
possible with a potentially hostile mate. 


That said, the fact is that people cannot be led astray by 
exposure to pornography or discussions of kinky sex if 
something about those activities doesn’t strike a chord 
with their existing sexuality. It’s really justcommon sense. 
When people see something that truly doesn't interest 
them, their usual response will be either a “ho-hum” ora 
“yuck!” and they'll tum away from it. If they stop to gape 
in rapt fascination, then, urn, obviously they're fascinated. 
No matter how many times | have watched a video orread 
about women having sex with each other, as a 
‘heterosexual they’ve never inspired in me any bisexual 
fantasies. 


On the other hand, the first time | read an SM story, it 
inspired lots of fantasies. 

When a person has a powerful reaction to an unusual 
type of sexuality, it may be because what they are seeing 
stirs an intense emotional longing for the act, a desire 
often so hidden the person him- or herself may not be 
aware that it is there or may not have been aware until 
that moment. So itis possible that a partner's interest in 
whipping may remain dormant or latent for many years 
until it is awakened by discovering that there are others 
like himself. 


Sometimes a person may know she has unusual fantasies 
and feelings yet notrealise thatshe fits into any descriptive 
clinical category, such as “fetishist” or “masochist.” For 
mostpeople, these labels are alienating because they are 
associated with mentalillness. Itcan be quite a revelation 
when people discover that the fantasies they have secretly 
harboured all their lives, and which they never labelled 
one way or another, fit the clinical definitions of common 


perversions. Even if they always knew whipping turned 
them on, it may take years before they can accept that 
this need is not evil, and that it is possible to fulfil such 
fantasies in a loving relationship. 


Sexual identity is formed very early in life-perhaps by the 
time we are three or four, according to some sexological 
theorists. Oursexual identities will respond to environment, 
and will be affected by positive and negative feedback 
throughout the course of our lives. So, for example, 
someone with bondage fantasies who repeatedly has 
terrible experiences with bondage may, overtime, simply 
shut down that part of his fantasy life because he learns 
to associate it with unhappiness. And, conversely, 
someone with only a slight fetish may, overtime, develop 
a much more intense fetish if he repeatedly has 
pleasurable, exciting experiences. 
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This evolution of sexual desires, however, should not be 
confused with the formation of our fundamental sexual 
identity in early childhood. The formation process creates 
the template of our sexual identities; later experiences 
refine and modify that template. Dr. John Money, an 
eminent theorist on paraphilia (the clinical term for 
perversion), identifies the process as “lovemapping,” in 
which each individual is born with a basic genetic 
predisposition thatis progressively modified by experience 
and environment over the course of a lifetime. 


If your partner needs pain in his or her erotic life, reading 
about others who feel the same will, atmost, give him the 
courage and conviction to pursue his needs. It will not 
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fundamentally change the person you've always known. 
He or she was always kinky, even if he didn't tell you or 
ask you to satisfy his urges. Now, to address some 
common misperceptions about the pain itself. Pleasure 
in pain is notunnatural for human beings, although itmay 
seem paradoxical. We are taught, from childhood on, to 
fear and loathe pain. Indeed, some people in our culture 
are raised with so morbid a fear of pain thatthey fear pain 
more than they fear death. However, the willing 
experimentation with pain is documented throughout 
human history. You needn't pore over books. Observe 
young children and you will note that among the 
pleasurable things they do to themselves, they also freely 
experiment with things we know to be painful, such as 
picking atscabs, cutting themselves, sticking sharp things 
into their orifices, butting their heads againstwalls orother 
children, and acting out other games that make adults 
stutter and gasp - and occasionally rush them to 
emergency rooms. 


Although mostparents will train their children outof doing 
things that hurt or can be harmful, some children learn 
from their early experiments thatthey actually enjoy rough 
play. They do notinterpretthe pain as a bad thing, even if 
they do feelitas pain. Behaviourally, they may have been 
in circumstances early in their lives where they associate 
pain with something positive. One example would be 
young children who undergo extensive, unpleasant 
medical treatments. They may cope with the pain by 
learning to associate it with attention and affection from 
adults. Others may cope by turning it into a game or 
accepting thatthe pain is necessary “for their own good." 
Ultimately, some percentage of these individuals grow up 
with an adultappetite for re-enacting these scenarios. 


A non-erotic example of the willing acceptance of pain 
would be rough contactsports. Is ittruly necessary, say, 
for hockey players to beat each other with their sticks? 
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Do football (American) plays always justify the kind of 
violence we see on the field? (It goes withoutsaying that 
boxing, wrestling, and Roller Derby are essentially about 
pain.) Mostathletes willingly endure pain, and indeed may 
seem to take a perverse delight in giving and receiving 
pain on the field. Much of it, undoubtedly, is the positive 
feedback loop: It is considered heroic for athletes to 
subjecttheir own bodies to intense physical hardship and 
to batter their opponents. They are rewarded for the 
spectacle of pain with money, social prestige, and praise. 
Ballerinas too are famous masochists: The agony that 
classical dancers endure to perfect their technigue is 
something they silently accept for the sake of their art, 
and something balletomanes expect of them. 


So if we look at pain as an ordinary part of life, which 
people gladly endure for a variety of reasons, rather than 
as something uniguely sexual, it's easy to see thatpain is 
not unnatural. It is, in fact, appropriate to certain 
professions, certain situations, and certain personalities. 
Now, we don't yet know why some people get an erotic 
thrill from pain. There is considerable speculation (so far 
unsupported by data) that extreme sexual masochists may 
be genetically predisposed to interpret painful stimuli as 
pleasurable ones. According to this theory, a masochist's 
DNA, brain chemicals, and nervous system may show 
slight differences from the norm. If brain chemicals do 
determine masochism, people may well turn out to be 
engineered by God or nature to find pain sexy. 


The bottom line: The problem isn't that one's partner is 
aroused by pain. The problem is thatthe couple cannot 
agree about what constitutes a satisfying or moral sex 
life. 


GOOD PAIN VS. BAD PA IN 


My lover and I have been doing D&S for the past year. 
Until now, it's mostly been bondage, and more sensual 
things like psychological dominance and control. Lately, 
I've been using light whips on her breasts and her buttocks 
to amazing effect. Her orgasms have been twice as 
intense. | believe she could go much further with this, 
and she agrees. She says that she would like to take 
more pain, because that would make her feel more 
“owned” by me. Still, she is a little nervous aboutit, and I 
am hesitating because I want to make sure that I don't 
overstep her limits and end up giving her more than she 


E dC AN: 
m xS S 


X 


- page 80 


u 
© 
© 
I 
u 
c 
E 
o 
|. 
F 
o 


O Thomas Haas 


Secret Magazine issue 22 


cantake. Do you have any advice forus on how to improve 
her tolerance to pain? Is it better to give someone one 
kind of pain than another kind? 


There is no question that there are two kinds of pain for a 
kinky bottom or submissive: Firstthere is good pain and 
then there is bad pain. 


Actually, it's helpful to think of “good pain” as “intense 
stimulation“ because pain carries so many negative 
connotations. When a person experiences pain as agood 
feeling, or at least as a desirable feeling, it crosses the 
mysterious border between discomfort and delight and 
becomes a positive experience. Although there are general 
pattems we can identify, each person who enjoys pain 
puts justa slightly differentspin on it, and gets something 
just slightly different out of it. 


“Good pain” is so subjective and personal an experience 
that even the mostarticulate submissives find it difficult to 
explain. In conversations with hundreds of people over 
the years aboutwhy itis they enjoy pain, orwhatmakes a 
particular kind of pain feel good when another type of 
pain (such as having dental work done, orstubbing a toe) 
feels so awful, most simply can’t find the language to 
describe the emotional experience. They can describe the 
mechanics (“I love the thud” or “The precise burning pain 
of a cane really sinks into me”) but not why a sensation 
they recognise as painful is so sexy to them. (Which is 
why so many people, when asked why they like something 
kinky, will only say, “Because it’s fun!”) 


As | said, there are some general categories most people 
fall into, even ifthey don'tentirely define their experience. 
For example, those who are interested in power dynamics 
say thatpain has a meaning well beyond the sheer physical 
stimulus. The pain represents the power that the 
dominant has over the submissive. This could be the 
powersimply to tormentthe submissive whenever the dom 
wishes or the authority to use pain for punishment (with 
the underlying assumption that the dominanthas the right 
to punish the submissive for misbehaviour). Pain 
represents the reality of the power relationship, and it is 
that reality of the power that the submissive finds 
exhilarating. 
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Some submissives genuinely dislike pain. One of my 
closestsubmissive friends says that pain scares him, and 
thathe hates the discomfort. Yet he can'tstop fantasising 
about pain scenarios because to him a woman who has 
the power to hurt him, who enjoys hurting him, and who 
will hurthim despite his fears and anxiety, is the epitome 
of erotic dominance. His masochism is more 
psychological than physical, yetthe physical pain satisfies 
his psychological cravings. 


There are those who would not exactly qualify either as 
submissives or as masochists yet who have, in a sense, 
made a fetish of particular types of pain. Unlike SMers 
and masochists who may experiment with nearly any kind 
of painful stimulation, people who identify as “spankers” 
(and “spankees”) often limit their kink entirely to pain to 
the buttocks and prefer only implements associated with 
spankings. Spankers are seldom interested in the 
spectrum of intense stimuli or in the toys associated with 
SM (such as whips and floggers). Instead, the ritual of 
spanking and the action of slapping a bottom is the extent 
oftheir interestand experimentation with intense stimulus. 
Spankings are associated with pleasure in their minds, 
while other types of pain seem merely unpleasant. 


Spankers are the most distinct group within the kinky 
communities to have this firm limit around the type of pain- 
play they will do, but the range of variation among 
individuals is extremely broad. There are, for example, 


O Thomas Haas 


many masochistic men who crave pain to their genitals 
but have no interest in receiving pain to any other part of 
their anatomy. | knew a man once, for example, who had 
alifelong fascination with having his testicles crushed. His 
fantasies revolved around the idea ofan attractive young 
woman kicking him in his groin. No other type of pain 
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entered these fantasies and he did not identify as a 
masochist or a sadomasochist, because he associated 
those labels with whippings and spankings, activities that 
held no appeal to him whatsoever. 


Similarly, itis fairly common for people whose kinkyness 
is focused on particular types of role-play to pursue only 
pain that would be appropriate to those scenarios. One 
example would be people who are excited by creating 
hospital or medical fantasies with their lovers. A “cruel 
nurse” or “evil doctor” mightinflictpain on a partner using 
catheters or needles, butpaddles and canes are unlikely 
to make an appearance in their erotic hospital room. The 


conventional SM toys simply don'tfitwith these scenarios. 
In pony-play, where one partner is treated as a pony or a 
horse, it would be appropriate to use eguestrian 
eguipment, including crops, whips, bats, and other painful 
toys. But, again, you are unlikely to see a paddle or a 
cane, or medical eguipmentor nipple clamps, anywhere 
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in sight. Those toys are (dare I say it?) for a horse of 
another colour. 


There are also individuals whose interest in pain is 
distinctly fetishistic, such as foot fetishists who are aroused 
by delivering pain only to feet. They may put their 
submissive partners into supremely tightshoes, orshoes 
whose heels are so high they force the foot into an 
excruciatingly unnatural position. In its own way, the pain 
is as cruel as any other, yetthe only device used is a shoe. 


Ticklers are another group who focuses on a particular 
type oftorment. They will tickle feetor underarms, bringing 
their partners to paroxysms of hysterical agony without 
ever picking up a whip or positioning a clamp. A majority 
of ticklers, indeed, do not consider themselves 
sadomasochists (or D&Sers) because they do notuse any 
SM toys or have an explicit power dynamic with their 
partners. 


Perhaps the most important aspect of good versus bad 
pain is context. Context is what explains why an 
unexpected, unwanted type of pain (such as bumping into 
a wall) is just as likely to be disagreeable to a masochist 
as itis to anyone else. For some people, in order for the 
context to be “right,” there must be a conscious force 
behind the pain -a dominantoratop thatdelivers or inflicts 
the pain. For a D&Ser, the power dynamic is atthe heart 
ofthe pain-play, and pain thatoccurs in any other context 
is justgarden-variety awfulness. 


Finally, itis well known thatthe greater a person's arousal, 
the higher his or her threshold (and desire) for intense 
stimulation justas people enjoy roughercaresses, harder 
thrusting, pinching, biting, or other sensations as their 
intercourse grows increasingly passionate, a masochist's 
or bottom's hunger for sensation also increases with 
arousal. Pain turns them on and, once they are turned 
on, the capacity and the need for pain grows in a gradually 
accelerating cycle. 

In some individuals, this cycle or feedback loop between 
pain and sexual excitementis so overwhelming thatthey 
can climax from the pain alone, without direct manipulation 
of their sex organs. Men and women alike have been 
known to achieve orgasm from spankings and whippings. 
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SECRET : Hi Steve. Well, after all this time we've known you, we thought it was only a natural step to set you in the 
spotlights and take this interview. You have become one of the top fetish photographers in a very short time. Can you 
explain this? 

SDG: I hate to start this interview off with a disagreement, but I really don't think my notoriety has come within a short 
amount of time. I've been doing my fetish-oriented photography for almost 13 years now. I feel like it has been a long, 
gradual process. Back when I started, there was no World Wide Web. Exposure was a lot harder to get. Artists were 
limited to getting exposure in only magazines, galleries, and books. An artist REALLY had to stand out in order to get 
this much-coveted exposure. Luckily I had a unigue style which stood out from most of the photography of that genre at 
the time. The only other guality fetish photographers at that time were Bob Carlos Clarke and Trevor Watson, both of 
whom I found artistically valid. Once Skin Two and <<O>> [and shortly thereafter, Secret], saw my work, they thought 
it was on par with other guality fetish work at the time and gave me my first worldwide exposure. Jump ahead a few 
years to 1996, and that's when I first put my work on the internet. Suddenly I had a vast audience to show my work. 
After about 7 years of taking photos, I decided I had enough material to approach book publishers. In 1997 I approached 
my favorite photography publisher, Edition Stemmle, and they immediately liked my work enough to publish my first 
book of photography. 


SECRET : Pve read that you like to show the “truth” in 
your pictures and that you hate to crop or manipulate. 
Why? 

SDG: I believe in retaining the integrity of that 
particular moment in time when the shot was taken. It 
proves that composition, lighting, and mood were all 
present and approved by me at the time of the shot, and 
that nothing was manipulated in securing that image. I 
don't take a photo unless I'm pretty damn sure it has all 
the elements of making a good shot. I don't just 
randomly take pictures and then just HOPE there's a 
decent shot in the the whole lot. When I shoot, I rarely 
take more than one roll of film. Why waste film on shots 
of guestionable guality? 


SECRET : When flicking through your book and 
pictures, I cannot help noticing that high heels and 
rubber are omnipresent. Is there a particular reason for 
this? 

SDG: Well, I’ve had interests in fetishism ever since I 
was a very small child. Even at the age of two, I 
remember staring at women's shoes when they were 
down at my level. Tight and constrictive clothing also 
got my attention at a very young age. 


SECRET : Your approach to a picture and model is 
guite unigue. Can you tell me more about this? 

SDG: In order for me to work with a model, I prefer to 
know her a little bit before shooting with her. This 

makes the shoots much more comfortable and relaxed. 
Once we do shoot, the process is generally improvised. 
At the last minute, I'll figure out where we're going to 
shoot based on availability and light, and then we'll just 
start shooting. Sometimes I'll only take 3 photos if I feel 
like I've gotten what I want. 


SECRET : You moved from Chicago to LA... why? Has 
this changed something in your photography? 

SDG: At that particular moment in my life, I just needed 
a change of scenery. In Chicago I had lived in the same 
apartment for 12 years and had the same job for 10 
years. I noticed time was going by faster and faster. So I 
wanted to do more things with my life, so I just decided 
to move to a completely different environment. I had no 
idea how it was going to affect my photography. I just 
had to do it for myself. 


Once I got to Southern California, I had a completely 
different backdrop for photographing people. Both 
locations and light were different to me. Although I 
didn't really change the way I photographed, it took 
awhile to understand what the advantages and 
disadvantages of shooting under new conditions. But I 
welcomed this change because as an artist, I always 
want to progress and change. 


SECRET : You've also started to take colour pictures 
these last years, but I personally prefer your black & 
white work. What's your personal favourite? 

SDG: Black and white will always be my passion. 
Unfortunately BW takes me a long time to do since I 


print all my own BW images. For every BW shoot I do, 
it takes me two days in the darkroom to get the images. 
Color is fast and immediate. Color allows me to do more 
work. Generally I never felt like I had a colour “eye”. I 
wasn't a control freak about colour as I am with BW. 
But recently I'm very happy with my colour work and 
hope to explore it more. 


SECRET : You used to be a buyer for a record store. 
What are you doing now? Can you live of fetish 
photography? 

SDG: In Chicago I worked in various record stores and 
always did my photography on the weekends. I've 
always preferred that method because it allows me 
complete artistic freedom. I don't have to compromise 
my art to make a living. Even today, I have a full-time 
job doing graphic design and webwork for a friend's 
internet company. If I need days off work in order to 
photograph, there is no problem with my job. They take 
good care of me there. 


Unless a fetish photographer shoots fetish porn, there is 
little chance of that person making a living doing fetish 
photography. Even with the amount of exposure and 
acclaim that I have, there is no way I could live off what 
I make. Sure, I sell a print here and there, but it's not 
enough to make rent each month. My members site 
brings in enough money to keep the site up and maybe 
pay for a few rolls of film, but that's about it. If I added 
explicit content to my site, I'm sure I'd make a lot more 
money, but that is not in my interest. 


SECRET : The evelotion in fetish photography has 
changed a lot these last years. What have you noticed 
most? 

SDG: Maybe its because I live in California, but I don't 
really see a change at all. From my point of view, fetish 
photography is still looked down upon by the 
mainstream establishment. Sure, elements of it are used 
in commercials and music videos, but it's more of a safe, 
sanitized depiction of fetishism. The creators of this 
stylistically hip fetishism are merely borrowing elements 
from the fetish world and are not a part of it’s 
community. And that sits well with the public. If a 
REAL fetishistic artist was considered to direct such a 
product, I think there would be fear of that person 
because their interest in the subject matter is REAL, and 
that scares most people. 


SECRET : Maybe too personal, but do you have a 
personal fetish? 

SDG: Yes, that is what has motivated me throughout the 
years in addition to my appreciation of photography as a 
high art form. As mentioned earlier, I've always been 
into the sight of women’s high heels in addition to 
constrictive clothing. When I was a child, before I knew 
it ever actually existed, I fantasized about women 
wearing tight rubber clothing. Once I got older and had 
access to the adult world, I was completely in awe of the 
fact that my fetishistic fantasies existed in the real world 
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and that there were similar people like me into the same thing. It was only a matter of time before I started dating girls 
and tried to get them to indulge me in my fantasies. 


SECRET : What are your future plans? 

SDG: Soon I will start the task of finding a new publisher. In October of 2002, my publisher Edition Stemmle declared 
bankruptcy, leaving all their artists with unpaid royalties. I currently have an ample amount of new work for my next 
book. I wish I could say when it will be coming out, but that is uncertain at this moment. I am also about to produce a 
line of large fine art posters of some of my classic images. Those will be available Spring of 2003. In addition to posters, 
there will be a few new postcard collections. Two sets will feature the work I recently did in the Czech Republic for the 
popular BDSM supply company Stockroom.com. These sets will feature models Kyla Cole, Tara Radovic, and Nika. 
There will also be a postcard collection featuring the work I have done with fetish super-model Aria Giovanni. 


SECRET : If you had a million dollars, what would you do with it? 
SDG: First, I would move into a larger apartment. Then I would start my own publishing company featuring both my 
work and the work of other photographers I admire. 
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New books from SECRET! 


Black Factory 
Sandra Jensen, ` 
n sì r 


Black Factory - pictures by Sandra J ensen. A discovery by Secretand now 
finally her book. Lives in Oslo, was a model herself before turning to 
photography, does the styling, hair and sometimes the make-up. Builds the 
sets and even designs and makes the clothing. This is her first book, over 
100 pages, with dazzling B/W pictures mingled with poetry. A must. Order it 
now, as it will be a limited 1000 edition. Price: 35 euro/ 40Us$ (*) 


Del Valle 
E 
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FA 2 E Del Valle Photographies: The world of Del Valle is filled 


with gorgeous girls who love to expose themselves and 

i letthemselves go, all ofthis in frontof his lens. This 1000 

H limted, hardcover book will probably be sold out before 

Photographies it will hit the bookstores, so order your copy now, or 
regretitlater. Available spring 2002 - Price: 35 euro/ 40Us$ (*) 


now shotournew shoe and boots catalogue. Anounced as Stiletto, we changed 

the name into "Chaussures". F or all lovers ofexcellentB/W pictures and high 
2 heel, this hardcover book/catalogue will be the pearl in your collection. All 

shoes are available in the Boutigue Minuit store, or by mail and soon online. 

This is the bestbook I have ever made. Available spring 2001. 

Price: 17.5 euro/15US $ (*) 


5 di 4 ERER T] 
¬ | EXTREME - Photo Anthology of Extreme lifestyles: this is the book other publishers didn't 
dare to publish. Its the Anthology of the most extreme photos top fetish photographers 
have taken. It's perfect bound, hardcover and limited at 1000 handnumbered books. If you 


don't have your copy yet, it's time to order. Price: 60 euro/ 60 us$. 
Available immediatly (* = postage included !!!) 
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Fetish Photo 
Anthology 
volume 2 


Finally this mythical book is back on 
sale. We have a limited of only 60 
copies left over and we are selling 
them for only 50 €. Order them now 
and make your collection complete. 


Don't wait too long.... use the 
orderform here below.....now! 


SECRET SUBSCRIPTION/ORDERFORM 


Please send me "Chaussures"- new high heel book - pictures by Stefan DeLay. (17.5euro/£15/US$20.00/) 

Please send me issue 13 - 14 - 15 - 16 - 17 - 18 - 19 - 20 - 21 of SECRET. enclose a payment of 17.5 euro/£10/US $20.00 (each !) 
Please send me MINUIT catalogue pictures by Christophe Mourthé (enclose a payment of 17.5 euro/£15/US$20.00/) 

| order the next four issues of SECRET starting with issue ?2??:............. (enclose a paymentof50 euro/£50/US $70.00/) 

I order the EXTREME book. Limited 1000 handnumbered. (enclose a paymentof50 euro/£50/US $70.00/) 

I order the DELVALLE book. Limited 1000 copies. (enclose a payment of 35 Euro/ 40 us$) 

I order the FETISH PHOTO ANTHOLOGY volume 2 - now back in stock !! (only 60 copies for sale!) (price 50euro) 

I order TRANSES D'Images pictures by Guy Lemaire. I enclose a paymentof 75 euro/US$80 


9000000000 


| order BIJ OUX INTIMES issue 3. Catalogue of Piercing jewellery, who do not require any kind of piercing. (price 8 Euro/8 us$) 


Name: 
Address: 


Code: 
Country: 


Credit Cards 
F Visa 1 Master/Eurocard [7] Diners Club [J American Express [T Access [7] Other 


card nr: [MMIC ICN HK TCI TI JT Expiry date: OOOO 


We are not responsible for seizure of SECRET by the customs. Be carefull! Secret is sent in a plain envelope without any mention. It's impossible to cancel a 
subscription to SECRET or to have your money back in case of cancelling your subscription. OK? We may look as a rich and classy magazine, but we are only 
few so be patient. Thank you. If you do not want to dammage your favourite magazine, copy this page or send all details on a plain paper to this address: 


SECRET MAGAZINE - P.O.BOX 1400 - 1000 BRUSSELS 1 - BELGIUM 
secretmag@ glo.be Secret22 
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